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ARGUMENT. 

Subject of the poem. Invocation to Truth. Character of Henry IIL State of 
France under his government. Ambition of the house of Guise. They form 
the League. Its pretext to defend the established rdigien against the reformers. 
Its aim to dethrone Henry HI. the last prince of die house of Valois, to set 
aside the acxt heir^ Henry the IVdi of Boutfecin, iting of .Navade, who was of 
the refomed religion. Valofi, driroH from Atris by Guise and the League, is 
reconciled to Bourbon, to whom he had long been opposed by the artful intrigues 
of their enemies. Their viited forces fosai the blockade of ^ris, and there 
begins the action of the Poem. Valois sends Bourbon to England to sue fer aid 
from Queen Elizabeth. He is cast by a storm upon the coast of Jersey, where 
he meets an Hermit who foretells to him his conversion to the Catholic £uth and 
his accession to die throne of France. Description of England and its con- 
stitution.— The scene of the First Canto : Valois* camp before Paris, the Ishuid 
of Jersey, and London.-*Through the whole Poem Henry III. is called Fehu^ 
Henry IV. Bourbon (the accent strong on the last syllable) or. Henrj. 



HENRI ADE. 



CANTO I. 

The Chief (i) who reig^'d o'er Gallia's realm I sing, 

Sy glorious conquest, as by birth, a King } 

Who from misfortune leam'd a monarch's care. 

To curb the factious, the submissive spare. 

And (2) Spain, the League, and haughty Mayne oVrthrown, 5 

IVfede France, her conqu'ror and her father own. 

Descend, bright TruthI from Heaven's ethereal vault. 
Guide my weak pen, give vigour to my thought, 
Accustom kings thy warning voice to bear, 
'Tis thine to dictate as 'tis thdrs to hear ; lo 

'Tis tlune to bid contending nations know, 
•* What dire effects from civil discord flow :" 
Tell how her standard on our plains she spread. 
How princes err'd, and hapless subjects bled. 

And, heavenly Truth ! if e'er thou didst descend je 

Thy voice with Fiction'^ silver sounds to blend ; 

B If 



2 THE HENRIADE* 

If e'er that lofty forehead stoop'd to wear 

The flow'ry wreath her graceful hands prepare ; 

If from her shade thy lustre brighter shine^ 

Let her with me her magic garland twine, 20 

And lend what sportive Fancy can devise> 

Thy modest charms to deck, but not disguise. 

Still reign'd Valois (3)3 but from his feebk hand 
The reins of empire flowed without command ; 
Or laws unheeded, sacred right unknown, 25 

Valois reigned not, but weakly fiird the, throne. 
No more that daring youth, whose bold career 
Astonish'd Europe eyed with jealous fear> 
Whose infant lessons were the fieUs he gain'd». 
By conquest in the art of heroes train'd. j^ 

Faded the laurels yrhkh his brows entwin'd. 
Her hero (4) when reluctant ^France resign'd^ 
Fron^ the far Nbrtli, attracted by his &me^ 
To hail their king, when wondering Jiations came. 

In diiF'rent ranks, mankind are bom JU> 8hine» 35 

Who grace the second, shame the foremost line. 
Great in the field, upon the throne misplac'd. 
The soldier, by the dastard king disgraced, 
Unman'd by pleasure, lost tp cares of state> 
His languid arm shrcmk from t];^ sceptre's we^ht s 40 

Joyeuse (5), D'Epenion, . and it worthless band 
Of young, voluptuous minions nil'd the land; 
With rank debauch, foul policy combin'ds 
In deep lethargic stupor phidg'd hi3 mind^ 

But 



THB henriade; 5 

But fortune smird on Guise's (6) towVing race, 45 

And built their glojry on the king*s disgrace ; 
Those haughty rivals of the falling throne 
Rebellion and the League their parents own i 
Theirs was the faftion whose plebeian pride 
With rabble force the kingly name defied, 50 

The people theirs, blind engines of the great. 
Their tyrants they adore, their soverdgn hate. 
Forced (7) from his palace, by his court betray'd. 
Too late he leam'd what friends his weakness made, 
A fordgn standard guUty Paris reared, SS 

And all was ruin, when Bourbon appeared. 

Thro' the dark cloud the generous hero shone» 
Dispeird the vapours which eclips'd the throne, 
Snatch'd the weak prince from ruin and from shame^ 
And broke his slumbers with the voice of fame. 60 

Rome and Madrid, guod ev'ry foe to France 
Trembling, behold the brother kings advance • 
On Paris now their gathered force is bent. 
And Europe on the hapless town intent. 
In anxious doubt awaits the great event. 
Discord triumphant reigns within those walls. 
To arms! the church — To arms! the people calls } 
Inflames the League, ambitious Mayne excites. 
The haughty Spaniard to their aid invites. 

Discord, the foulest, fiercest fiend below, 70 

Whose cruel pjeasure is in human woe, 

B a Gorg'd 
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Gorg'd with their blood who most her empire own, 

Seneath her scourge her favorite children groan. 

Tearing the bosom which her spirit fires. 

She damns the very wretch herself inspires • y^ 

Where, bending to the West, the silver Seine 
Forsakes the town and winds along the plain. 
Scenes charming now, delightful, calm retreat. 
Where Nature smiles, and Arts Jiave fix'd their scat ; 
Then fiU'd with terror and with blood imbrued, 8a 

In dread array the monarch's legions stood. 

Thousands of heroes in his cause combin'd,. 

« 

In faith divided, but by vengeance joined ; 

Bourbon their head, whom ev'ry sect approved. 

Their feuds forgetting in the chief they lov'd ; 85 

It seem'd their squadrons, by his ardor fir'd. 

One faith united, as one cause inspired. 

The sainted father (8) of the Bourbon linc^ 
Who saw thro' time, their future glory shinc^ 
On Henry with paternal fondness bcam'd, 90 

His errors pity'd, but his. heart esteem'd; 
For him, his mortal crown the saint defign*d, 
And for immortal truth prepar'd his mind» 
But Henry's steps were guided to the throne 
By ways mysterious, to himself unknown^ g^ 

Lewis thro' all the perils, of tlie field 
Fought with his hero, but his arm conceal'd ; , 
Had Henry known from whence his conquest csmea 
His danger lefs, and lefs had been his fame. 

Oft 



THE HENRIADE. 5 

Oft had the chiefs essay'd war*s dreadful chance, loo 

Those plains had drunk the purest blood of France> 
And prowling Carnage, ravenous and frtt, 
Stalk'd thro' her wasted fields from sea to sea. 
When shame, and sorrow> laboring in his breast. 
His great ally the monarch thus addrest. J05 

" You that behold the sorrows which I bear. 
Those wrongs, those insults you yourself must share, 
'Tis not their king alone our foes pursue. 
But future vengeance meditate on you ; 

Your birth, your merit, mark you for the throne, 110 

But birth, and merit, they'll alike disown : 
Too well that gen'rous soul the rebels sec. 
To trust to you, that pow'r they'd snatch from mc. 
Religion (9) too, whose anger kings must dread. 
Already darts her lightnings round your head, 115 

Rome, that unarm'd, the warlike world commands, 
Has plac'd her thunders in the Spaniard's hands > 
Allies and subjects faithless join my foes, 
Who boast of kingly blood, their king oppose : 
See Spain insulting bears our spoils away, 120 

Our plundered treasures are the stranger's prey $ 
Let's meet such fury with an equal rage. 
And foreign foes, with foreign force engage ; 
Haste then, in secret, to Britannia's queen. 
What tho' but seldom join'd our standard's seen> 125 

Tho' rival hatred, and contending pride, ^ 
London and Paris ever must divide> 

Wrong'd 



6 THE NENRIADE. 

Wrong'd as I am, and wounded in my £une, 

Subjects and country are an empty name. 

Let vengeance crush the people I detest, 13d 

He's of my country most, who serves me best. 

My soul impatient burns, nor bears to wait 

The pompous march, and tedious forms of state. 

Go you alone — To whom so well belongs 

To rouse up monarchs for a monarch's wrongs ; 135 

Seek Albion's shore, the sacred cause proclaim, 

Avenging hosts will rise at Bourbon's name : 

Conquest I know your valour still attends. 

But now your virtue must procure me friends." 

He ceas'd : the chief, who scom'd with noble pride 14a 

His dangers or. his triumphs to divide. 

With sorrow heard the monarch's weak request. 

And sad remembrance heav'd his gen'rous breast. 

Ere then in virtue strong, above intrigue. 

With Conde ( 10) only, he defied the League : 145 

Obsequious still he heard his king, and stayed 

His midway Vengeance, and his fame delay'd* 

}^is troops, amaz'd, their leader's absence mourn. 
And doubt their safety, till their chief return ; 
But absent, still his sword the rebels fear, 150 

Their frighted fancy paints the hero near. 
His fame, the throne's support, lus couintry's shield. 
Scowls on their trembling ranks, and fills th' embattled field* 

Through Neustria's plains his rapid course he bends, 
Mornay (11) alone the prince's steps attends^ 155 

Momay, 
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Momay, the friend sincere, by courts unstain'd. 

Too virtuous for the errors he maintain'd^ 

With zeal and prudence^ to his party true. 

The champion of his faith, and country too j 

Lov*d at the court, although by courtiers fear'd, 1 60 

Rome's greatest foe, and yet by Rome rever'd. 

Where Dieppe (12) between two jutting rocks, whose feet- 
Restless and loud eternal surges beat. 
To struggling boats her friendly arm eirtcnds, 
His ready bark th' impatient chief ascends« 165 

' Now proudly swelling o'er the yielding tide 
Slow through the bay his sails majestic glide» 
Rough Boreas chain'd within his hollow cave. 
Soft breathing gales scarce move the silent wave. 
The canvass bends, and Neu$tJ*ia s sinking shore* 1 70 

Lost in the grey horizcm *s seen no more* 
Albion's white cliffs the wary pilot knows, 
Twixt seas and skies the doubtful line he shews. 
When round, the frothy surges curling rise. 
The Sim turns pale, clouds blacken all the fkies, 175 

Winds whistle shrill, and hollow, loud and hoarse. 
The bursting tempest breaks with gathered force. 
Deep thunders roll, and down thro* ocean's womb 
The livid flashes light the gaping tomb; 

Impatient Death the boiling surge bestrides, 180 

> 

Or on the howling blast triumphant rides. 
' Unmov'd, superior to the waves or wind. 
His country's fate revolving in his mind. 

The 
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The hero sate ; to her he tum'd his eyes. 

Spuming the noisy threatening of the skies 185 

That stayed his course. Thus (13), but less truly greats 

To Neptune's rage opposing Caesar*s fate. 

The proud usurper thro*' the chafing tide 

Pompey and jarring elements defied. 

When one frail galley, to Hesperia's shore 1 90 

The destiny of Rome, the world, and Caesar bore. 

But God, whose eye this universe contains. 
Who curbs the storm, and o'er wide ocean reigns. 
Whose vast designs no mortal thought can probe. 
Who forms, or blots out empires from the globe, 195 

From his ethereal throne, above the skies. 
On France, and on her hero, cast his eyes : 
•* Be to yon coast the shattered bark conveyed ! *' 
God will'd : and winds and murm'ring seas obey'd. 
Where Jersey seems emerging from the waves, 200 

A timely port the sinking vessel saves. 

Near where the weather-beaten crew descends, 
A venerable grove its shade extends. 
Encircling rocks a friendly barrier form. 

Repel th* encroaching furge ismd break the storm. 205 

Deep in the bosom of this lonely wood, 
A gloomy grot, the work of Nature, stood j 
Where long from courts retir'd, by men forgot. 
An hoary Hermit peace. and vdsdom sought 5 
Far from the cares which haimt the worldly mind, iio 

To know himself his studious thoughts confin'd. 

And 
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And passion, by reflection now subdu*d, 

With deep regret his squandered days he view'd ; 

The fev'rish joys of senseless youth deplored, 

And, raised by Nature's scenes to Nature's Lord» 215 

W^ted resigned, till this short exile o*er, 

Peath shou'd his longing soul to God restore. 

The God to whom his soul with fervor pray'd. 
His pious zeal with heavenly wisdom paid. 

His holy spirit to the favoured sage 220 

UnroU'd futurity's mysterious page. 

Enlightened from above, he knew his guest> 
And hear a fountain, spread his rural feast: 
Repasts like this the prince had often known. 
For oft descending from the stately throne, 22j^ 

Far from its pomp, vrith humble friends he sought 
The purer pleasures of the rustic cot* 

The fierce dissentions which thro' Europe rag'd. 
In high debate, meanwhile their minds engaged. 
Momay inflexible, in Calvin's aid, 230 

All human wisdom can bestow, displayed ; 
While Henry, doubting, to his God apply'd 
With zeal sincere, his wand'ring steps to guide* 
^' Trudi beams on man with such enfeebled rays, 
Obscur'd and lost in error's endless maze ; 235 

In thee. Almighty Pow'r, our safety lies. 
Must clouds and darkness wrap thee from our eyes ? 
If God condemns his creature when he errs> 
God woidd have taught the worship he prefers.*' 

C " Forbear, 
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« Forbear," exclaim'd the sage. — " 'Tis not for taan 240 

To sound the depths of God's mysterious plan j 
Tis ours to worship, to his will resigned. 
Nor charge to God the errors of mankind. 
I saw the birth of Calvin's sect in France, 
Beheld it weak, widi infant steps advance ; 245 

Exil'd, unown'd, an humble distance keep. 
By art, and meanness, into notice creep ; 
But soon from earth I saw the phantom rise, 
Rearing her brazen forehead to the skies. 

Insult mankind, the sovereign's throne divide, . 250 

And spurn our altars with overbearing pride. 
'Twas then alone, retired from courts, I moum'd 
Our church insulted, our religion scom'd. 
One only hope this aged bosom knows. 

This offspring of a day, time must expose 9 255 

Caprice and wayward passion gave it birth. 
And the same cause will drive it from the earth. 
The works of man, like man himself, are frail. 
As God ordains, they prosper or they foil ; 
High o'er the sphere of time, God only stands 260 

Unchang*d : founded by his almighty hands. 

His church, his living image here below. 
Defies the malice of a mortal foe : 
Doom'd, in the wisdom of th' etemal plan. 

To triumph over time, and hell and man. 265 

While baseless systems here our rage inflame, 
Beqieath his throne, Truth ever dwells the same. 

Oft 
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Oft on the lowly mind her light she pours. 
While weak presumptuous reason blindly soars. 
To you, who seek her with an honest zeal. 
Her mystic ways th' Almighty will reveal : 
Hence shall your steps by heav'nly power be led^ 
Till Valois' crown adorn your destined head. 
God marks your bright career, at his dread word 
See Fame and Conquest wait upon your sword. 
But ere the vanquish'd realm its sov*rdgn own. 
Celestial Truth must beam around his throne. 
Far be those errors of the generous mind. 

Those silken bonds which noblest spirits bind ; 

« 

Fly syren pleasure, and the hero prove, 
Unsway'd by passion, unsubdu'd by love ; 
Let that great victory your glory crown. 
And seal your triimiph o'er the rebel town. 
Pale Famine thro' her guilty streets shall rage. 
With woes unheard in any former age. 
Till Bourbon, touchM with pity for his foe. 
Unlock the springs of life, and bid them flow« 
Then shall our country's evils last no more, 
Bourbon shall then, his father's Go4 adore, 
And own that virtue is his constant care. 
That all who seek him his protection share.'* 

Each word the venerable hermit spoke. 
Like beams of light from heav'n, on Henry broke ; 
Back to those days, his mind transported ran, 
"Syhen man's Creator deign'd converse widi man, 

C 2 
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When miracles the voice of Heav'n convey'd. 

And simple virtue spoke, and kings obey'd. 

With grief retiring from the lonely cell. 

His tears were mingled with his last farewell ; 

But from that hour was opened to his eyes 30Q 

The dawn of days, which were riot yet to rise. 

Mornay, th' inspired sounds with wonder heard, 

^ut God his light withheld, and Mornay err'd : 

In vain he pass'd for wise among mankind. 

For error tinged the virtues of his mind. 30J 

While Henry's doubts the sacred prophet clear^di^. 
The sun returning, drooping nature cheer'd ^ 
His voice the fury of the tempest sooth*d, 
Silenc'd the winds, the heaving billows smoothed; 
He led the thoughtful hero to the shore, 319 

For Britain's happy coast the pilot bore. 
Her silver cliffs (14) expanding to his sights 
Unfolded scenes of wonder and delight j 
Wlule the vast changes in her empire wrought. 
In silent admiration, fix'd his thought. 315 

That realm where long alternate factions reign'd. 
Whose blushing annals murder'd monarchs stained $ 
To kings and Subjects, whose perverted laws. 
Of woes unnumber'd were the direful causey 
Whose noblest blood in civil strife was pour*d, 320 

The scaffold draining what escap'd the sword : ' 
Peaceful a woman's empire then obey'd, 
A virgin queen the steady sceptre sway'd j 

Men 
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Men lov*d her laws, who ne'er lov'd laws before. 

Who slav'ry spum'd^ and freedom scaicely bore J 325 

Pois'd in her mind, the fate of nations himg, 

Eliza's fame thro* wond ring Europe rung. 

Of ev*ry blessing in her queen secur'd, 

Britain forgets the days she'once endur*d ; 

Her tranquil plains with plenteous harvests smile, 330 

The globe's vast produce centers in her isle j 

Her trade restores, what lavish war devours, 

As clouds exhal'd, return in fruitful show'rs ^ ^ 

Dreaded by land, almighty on the main 

Her pendants wave o*er ocean's boundless reign *, 335 

Her private wealth the public f6rce ensures. 

And laws protect what industry procures^ ^ 

Europe's proud <:apttal, see London rise^ 
The mart of aU mankind, the world's surprize 5 
Where arts and arms in glorious union meet, - 340 

Misfortune's ^ refuge and the muse^ seat. 

Where western cbeams yon Gothic structure gild>^ 
Those domes, ere now by superstition filVd, 
Three powers contain, by common interest bound ; 
What ancient wisdom sought, and Britain *)* found. 345 



* Here the Translator owns the liberty taken with the original, but prefers die 

blame of adding, tQ the pain of fuppressing this fentiment. 

♦ . • • ■ 

t An ancient author mentions the plan of the British constitution as a sublime theory 
too perfect for the nature of man in his days, tlere tool willingiy acknowledge my 
revolt from the servile duun of ^ translator : widiout wandering from my author's 
sense I have dwelt with pleasure upon a subject which almost hurried me from my 
humble situation, and made me fbrget I was to endeavour to express Voltaire's idea^ 
imd itot my own feelings. 

First 
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First in the state, as in his subjects heart, • 

Honour, arid mercy, are the Monarch's part j 

In ancient splendour bright, from race to race. 

The Baron claims, by birth, a middle place j 

No more his jealous arms disturb the state, 350 

Justice and wisdom on his councils wait* 

The people's Delegates, their own free choice^ 

Without confusion, speak the genVal voice. 

Draw from the common stock, with even hands, 

rhe just proportion which the state d^nands : 355 

Restr^n'd from ill, for good without control, 

The sceptre sways^ and dignifies the whole. 

Divided, fatal to themselves ; but joined. 

Invincible, and masters of mankind. 

Thrice happy state, where, with obedient awe, 360 

The subject hears the sacred voice of law, 

And happier still, where monarchs truly wise^ 

Their people's sacred rights have Icam'd to prize* 

'* When," cries the hero, " like this happy isle. 

Shall wretched France in peaceful glory smile ! 365 

See clos'd, ye monarchs who the world command, . 

Wars iron portals by a woman's hand > 

Britain shall still her laws, her sov'irign boast. 

While lawless faction riots oh your codst ; 

While France" But as her fortunes he compar'd, 370 

Time drop'd his curtain, and the hero spar'd. 

The prince now enter'd London*s spacious wall, 
.Where Plenty still attends, at Freedom's. calL 

Th« 
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The Tower (15) that badge of conquest first he viewed. 

And next in sight, the royal palace stood. 37^ 

With prudent Mornay for his whole escort^ 

He sought the so/reign of the British courti 

Without that vain parade, and empty state. 

Which please the feelings of the little great, 

But which the hero and the sage despise. 380 

With energy which Truth alone supplies. 
He made his country's ills in secret known. 
Nor veird the crimes and errors of the du-one ; 
His lofty character the more displayed. 
As humbly in his country's cause he prayed. 385 

The queen astonishVi cried, ^' And for Valois 
His genVous sword does, noble Heoiry draw ? 

Sent by that monarch to our British shore. 

Does Bourbon for his foe our ud implore ? 

From where the sun darts forth his morning blas^ 390 

To where in ocean's lap he hides his rays. 

The world still echpes with your dire alarms. 

Still hears the clangor x)f your hostile arms. 

Is Bourbon's swopd, so long the monarch's dread, 

Rais'd to avert destructi<m from his head ?" 

^* Yes," he reply'd : " Valois' unhappy fate. 

In deep oblivion sinks our mutual hate ^ 

By faction rul'd, a slave upon his throne. 

Himself and me, too late the king has known. 

What ills were spar'd, if to his artful foes 400 

Himself and me: alone, he'd dar*d oppose j 

But 
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But Still by cunning and intrigue abused, 

i saw his weakness, and his rage excus'd. 

The foe IVe conquer'd is no more my foe. 

And mine forgot, to 'vengc his wrongs I go 5 405 

'Tis yours, illustrious queen, in such a cause. 

To bid your Britons claim the world's applause ; 

With me to save a tott'ring throne unite, 

*Tis godlike to protect a monarch's right/' 

The Queen impatient prest him to relate 41Q 

Whence flow'd the evils of his hapless state, 
What secret spring the sudden change produced, 
How from her sovereign Paris was seduc'd ? 
" Oft have I heard," she said, " the voice of fame 
In dismal sounds the bloody tale proclaim, 415 

But fame, nor measure nor distinction knows. 
Falsehood and truth, alike, her trumpet blows ; 
Her vague reports unheeded struck my ear, 
Truth from your lips unmix'd, I fain would hear j 
Fpr you, th* eventful contest more than view'd, 420 

Who now support the Jung, your arms subdu'd ; 
Say from what cause the mighty change proceeds, 
Pourbon alone, can speak of Bourbon's deeds : 
Your own exploits, the various turns of fate, 
A school for future kings, at length relate." 425 

" Alas !" says Henry, ** must remembrance rai?b . 
The gloomy image of those dreadful days ! 
Oh. that to dark oblivion were consigned. 
Deeds which brand endless shame upon mankind ; 

Why 
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Why must my tongue unmllingly retrace 430^ 

The crimes and errors of my guilty race j 

Reviving sorrow in my bosom swells. 

My lips obey you, but my heart rebels j 

Let others seek such humbling truths to veil, 

Gloss o'er our weakness and our crimes conceal, 435 

Form'd in the school of war, a soldier's heart 

Disd^ji$ the varnish of the statesman's art. 
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(!•) X HE diief who reignM.] Heniy IV. descended in a dired line from Ro» 
bert Count of Clermont, youngest son of Lewis IX. Saint Lewis who married Beatrix 
daughter of Agnes de Bourbon, heir of Ardiembauld Lord of Bourbon, in the middle 
of the thirteendi century* He came to the throne of France three hundred years after 
the death of Saint Lewis, on the failure of the house of Valois in Henry IIL PhSip IV^ 
de Valois, was the first king of that race in 1328. It fumtsbed to France thirteen 
tovereigns, most of them unfortunate. 

(2) Spain, the League, &c] The League, or the Catholic League, was an associ* 
ation entered into, in 1576, by many powerful French £unilies, headed by the Guises 
of the house of Lorraine, established in France, supported by die courts of Ronje and 
Madrid, for the defence of the Roman Catholic religion against Calvin and his dis« 
ciples. Religion was its motive with the people, and its pretext with the great. The 
Duke of Guise soon threw aside the mask, and openly aspired to the crown, to the 
exclusion of Henry IIL of Valois, and the branch of Bourbon. He was murdered by 
the king's order in his presence, at Blois, in 1588. His youngest brother, the Duke 
of Mayne, succeeded him in his power over the League^ and his ambitious projeAs. 
The power of the League in France lasted from 1571 to 1594. It is perhaps the 
most extraordinary event recorded in history ; and Henry IIL the moft infatuated 
prince not to have foreseen, that, by declaring himself its chief, he became its flave. . 
Unhappy king I the supporters of his crown were the enemies of his religion, and the 
lupportcrs of hia religion the enemiei of bis crown. Tt&e Protestants jnade war upon- 

Da him 



80 NOTES. CANTO. I. . 

him as a foe to their sect, 9nd the Catholic League asnssinated him for his connection 
with the chief of the Protestants. Suspected by both parties, fR>ni his want of prin- 
ciple> and despised by both, for his superstition and libertinism. A character moft inr- 
comprehensible, says that great historian De Thou ; in some things above even the 
dignity of a king, in others below the imbecility of a child. Father Daniel, the 
Frendi historian, remarks, that from the civil wars of religion we may date the ruin 
of the naval power of France* 

(3.} Still reign'd Valois.] Henry III. the Ifist prince of the branch of Valois. From 
the succession of the house of Valois to thtt throne of France, arose die long and blood/ 
wars between France and England under the Plantagenets, Edward III. and his suc- 
cessors claiming the crown of France in right of his mother, Isabella, sister to Charles 
the Fair, and his heir, if the Salic law had not been interpreted to her exclusioju 

(4,) Her hero when reluctant France resigned,] Henry III. when Duke of Anjou, 
commanded the armies of his brother Charles IX. against Jthe Protestants, aad gained, 
at the age of eighteen, the battles of Jarnac and Moncontour. His reputation was sd 
great, thait the Poles, on the extinction of their royal race of Jagellon, chose him for 
their king. He reigned one year in Poland, but lost there^ and on the throne of 
France^ to which he succeeded on the death of his brother Charles IX. in 1574, the 
&Bie he had acquired in ike field. He would still have appeared deserving of a crown, 
if he had never worn one. He was made a knight of the English order of tiie Gar^* 
ter in 1 585, and it was thought at one time Queen Elizabeth would have married 
him* 

(5.) Joyeuse, D'Epemon.] This reign was called the reign- of fiivourites, and offers 
a strange pii^ure of impiety and superstition, bravery and effeminacy. Quelus, Saint 
Mai^rin> Joyeuse D'Epernon Maugiron, were called the minions •f the king ; these 
names are mentioned in the original poem. For Qoelus Henry had conceived ja most 
extravagant passion* He has been reproached with the depravity of his taste from his 
earliest youdi ; his friendship for the Duke of Guiscy whom he afterwards caused to be 
assassinated^ ^i^as suspeded not to be of the purest nature. In all the debaucheries of 
Henry III. there was» a mixture of devotion 'r his minions were the companions of his 
spiritual retreats and his pilgrimages, and with them he used to inflict upon himself the 
penance of the discipline. His life was passed iii all the effeminacy and delicacy of a co- 
quetish beauty. He slept with gloves of a particular composition, to preserve the 
hemty of his hands, which surpassed that of any of the ladies of his court, and covered 
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Us hce at night with a paste to preserve its freshness. These anecdotes, and many 
others of those times, are to be met with in the Isle des Hermoprodites, in the British 
Museum* Most of these favourites were notwithstanding men of great courage, and 
most of them came to an untimely end* Maugiron and Quelus were killed in a 
duel, St. Maigrin was assassinated for an af&ir of gallantry, Joyeuse was killed in 
battle. The king kissed their bodies after their death, preserved their hair, and took 
from the ears of Quelus rings which he himself had placed there. Mons. de TEtoile 
says, they died without any symptoms of religion, Maugiron uttering horrid blasfAe* 
mies, and Quelus constantly rq>eating, ^ Oh my king 1 my king !" and not one word of 
Christ or the Virgin. The epitaph made for Quelus is remarkable, ^ Non injuriam 
sed mortem patienter tulit."— ^e could not bear an insult, but bore death with 
patience. 

D'fpemon, of the family of La Valette, haughty, covetous, and ostentatious, en« 
joyed great power and died in a very advanced age. 

(6) Guise's race.] The two brothers, the duke and cardinal, sons of the great 
Duke of Guise, murdered by Poltrot at Orleans* They were bodi assassinated at Blois 
by order of Henry III. in 1588* See Canto III. 

(7) ^orc'd from his palace.] Guise, invited by the League, entered Paris the 12th 
I^y, 1588, against the king's orders. The pc^ulace, who were the strength of his 
party, raised barricades round the palace, surrounded the life guards and made them- 
idves masters of the king's person. But Guise allowed him to escape and retire from 
Paris. Those who would usurp a throne, says Montague, find all the steps to it tisy^ 
except the last, which is generally beyond their readi* 

(8) The sainted father.] Lewis IX. from whom descends the branch of Bourbon. 
Father Daniel, in his History of France, describes him as one of the greatest and most 
singular characters which ever existed. He died 1270, and was canonized by the church 
of Rome. Weak and inactive in the common occurrences of life, his genius rose as his 
fortunes required, even to the height of heroism. 

> (9.) Religion too.] Henry IV. king of Kavarre, was solemnly excommunicated by 
Pope Sixtus V. in 1585. The Pope, in his bull, calls him an abominable and bastard 
descendant of the house of Bourbon, and deprives him and all the race of Condi for 
tver of theit dominions and fiefs, and above all declares them incapable of inheriting 
tbe crown* 

Although 
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' Aldioagh this king of Navarre and the prince of CoAd^, were at that Very thne ac* 
Cually in arms at the head of the Protestants, the parliament of Paris, always ready to 
defend the dignity and liberty of the state, made the strongest remonstrances' against 
this bull : Henry IV. published and stuck up on the door of the Vatican, that SixtuSy 
the pretended Pope, lied, and was himself an heretic 

(lO) With Conde only.] Henry, prince of Conde, son to Lewis who was killed at 
Jarnac : In him were placed all the hopes of the Protestant party in France: he died a| 
the age of thirty*fiTe at St. Jean D'Angely. His wile, Charlotte de la Tremouile, wa$ 
suspected of having caused his death* She was three months advanced in pregnancy 
when her husband died, and viras brought tombed six months after of the second Henry 
de Conde, whom a ridiculous tradition reports to have come into the world thirteen 
oionths after the death of his father. 

(ii.) Momay alone.] Duplessis Momay, the greateft andmoft virtuous character 
of the Protestant party, was bom at Buy, the 5th of November, X549* ^^ was per-* 
fecdy master of Latin and Greek, and knew as much Hebrew as can be known, which 
in those days was almost a miracle for a gentleman. His sword and his pen were ever 
ready in the cause of his religion and his king. He was the person sent by Henry IV. 
while he was yet only king of Navarre, to treat widi Queen Elisabeth. In his nego- 
tiations he never received any other instructions from his king than a carti blancbi^ 
with his signature, and they were almost always.attended with success, because he was 
a real statesman, and not an intriguing politician. His letters are written with great 
force and citcumspection. Henry of Navarre never was hini^elf in England. Quteea 
Elizabeth had certainly the'highest esteem for him, and often wished tp see him, but 
never did. Here the Poet takes a liberty with truth, not easy perhaps to be excused 
in so recent an history, and has taken great p^ns to palliate this fiction, which was 
Indeed almost necessary. The beautiful recital of the misfortunes of France, coul4 
come fi'om none so wdl as Henry, and to no other person with such effect as to Eli* 
^bedi. , 

Mornay*s negotiation was not attended with immediate success. The cause of hia 
fiiilure in his first application to the queen of England, is one among the innumerable 
instances of the littleness of court politics, Mornay had with him a gentleman called Ba- 
xenvad, who took the liberty of turning into ridicule the queen's manner of pronouncing 
French, as Pa ar Diiu for Par Dhuy ttc She heard it ; the negotiation became cap« 
tious, was broken ofF, and Henry IV. and the French Protestants were long deprived 
of the succours which ihcy were in such need of. This anecdote is taken from tfaff 

Baron 
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fiar6ti de Maiirier*s History of the Princes of Orange/ When Henry IV. changed 
his rdigion, Duplessis Momay made him the most bitter reproaches and never after 
appeared at his court. 

^ ( ta) Where Dieppe.] A port of France opposite to the coast of Sussex. In this 
description of the storm, the tranflatory widiout quitting the sense of the author, may 
be did to have deviated fiom a literal translation. Where the lines are strong and ani« 
mated, such a translation would not do justice to the spirit of die original* 

(13.) Thus, but less truly great J Caesar watting at AppoIIonia in Epirus for tht 
force! he had left at Brundusiiim, impatient at their delay, threw himself disguised into 
a twelve<«oared barge to cross over, though the seas were covered with Pompey's ves-» 
leb. Scarce out of the port he was assailed bya molt dreadfiil storm, the pflot ordered 
his aailors to make the land ^ but Caesar starting from the bottom of the vessel, 
where he lay unknown, ordered him to proceed without foar» since he carried Caesaf 
and Caesar's fortune. - See Lutan's Pharsaliat b. v« 



(i4f) Her silver difis*] In the edition of 1793, the scene of the Hefmtt is sup« 
posed to be in England, but in the other editions it is placed in the island of Jer<* 
sey. In die same edition Voltaire took great pains, in a note on this passage, td 
jrlndftcate his siipposttion of Henry's visit to Elizabeth. A French poet may deceive 
his readers, he says, for a few miles, if Virgil is allowed to deceive them in a period 
pt three buhdrbd years, in the interview of iEneas with Dida It is suflkient to au« 
thorize the voyage of Henry to England, to place it in a time in which history does 
nbt give this prince any other occupation. This episode is the less removed from pro- 
bability, by Eliz^eth's having sent four thoiis^nd English to assist Henry a very short 
time after. But the true question is. Whether Henry's discourse is sufficiently good to 
excuse the episode to those who blame it, and to authorize it to those who approve it. 

(15) The Tower.] Some say the Tower is a monument of the Roman, and odiers 
of the Norman, conquest 

In die first editions of this poem Sully, and not Momay, was supposed die friend 
and confidant of Henry. As he was one of the most remarkable chara£ters of those 
^ys, the.curious note Voltaire has given upon him will perhaps not be unacceptable. 
^I made choice of the Duke of Sully, because he was of the reformed church, always 

inviolably 
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inviolably attached to his religion and to his king, and was afterwiards ttnbassador in Eng- 
land. He was born at Rosny in 15599 and died at Villebon in 1641 $ so that he had 
seen Henry 11. and Louis XLV. He was Grand Foyir^ Grand Master of the ArtiQery, 
Grand Mafter of the Ports of France, Superintendant of the Finances, Duke, Peer, 
<and Mareschal of France, and perhaps the only one to whom the staff was ever given 
as a mark of disgrace. He obtained it only as a compensation for the place ef Grand 
Master of the Artillery, which the queen regent took from him in 1634. He was an 
intrepid warrior, and a ftill greater minifter, incapable of deceiving his king, or of 
being himself deceived by the agents of finance. He was inflexible to courtiers whose 
avidity he found insatiable. In this respect his severity suited the economical temper 
of Henry IV. They called him the Negatif, and pretended that he did not even know 
how to pronounce the word ITes. This severity of disposition could be pleasing only 
- to his master ; accordingly the death of Henry IV. was the signal of the disgrace of 
the inflexible Sully. Lewis XIII. recalled him to court some time after to ask his 
advice : he came with repugnance. The young courtiers who governed Lewis XIIL 
wished, as young courtiers will do, to turn the old minister into ridicule^ who appeared 
in this youthful court with a dress and manners long out of fashion* The duke said 
quietly to the king. Sir, when the king your father, of glorious memory, did me the 
honour to consult me, we never spoke of business till we bad turned die bufllbons and 
fools out of the room. 

He never would consent to diange his rdigion, but was among the firfl; to persuade 
Henry to go to mass.*' 

The reason Voltaire gives for putting Momay in his place is, that die latter is th« 
only character who answers the description of a true philosopher. 

It is said, that he excluded Sully out of pique against a descendant of his family, 
with whom he is reported to have had a violent altercation. I do not know how fiur 
this ma^ be tntc^ 
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VyURS, mighty queen, is that severest curse, 
I>issention springing from religion's source ; 

Thro' all the scenes of blood which France afibrds> 

'Tis zeal mistaken, whets our guilty swords. 

Calvin and Rome, the Christian world divide. 

Nor is it mine presumptuous to (i) decide ! 

While both alike th' Almighty sanction claim, 

Decdt and passion are in both the same. 

Of heavenly truth if virtue be the test. 

If vice, die child of error be confest. 

If fraud and murder stamp the side that errs. 

And patient candour, that which God prefers s 

Where must I seek ? \V^th whom has truth remained? 

Both must be wrong, for both in blood are stain'd. 

For me, who wield not heaven's chastising rod, i r 

Who kave God's voigeancej in the hands of God, 

£ 2 Drawn 
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Drawn in my country's cause alone, my sword 

With bigot rage ne^er mock'd his peaceful woixU 

Curs'd be the tyrants, who the mind controul. 

Chain the free thought, and dictate to the soul ; 20 

Curs'd, who by force convince, by terror preach, 

whose blood-stain'd hands bely the truth they teach. 

Whose cruel zeal, with selfish infrest blind. 

To please the God of peace, destroys mankind* 

Oh ! had our courtiers my opinions shar'd, 25 

What blood, O God 1 -what misery were .spar'd ^ 

But the two chiefs of Guise's (2) haughty line. 

No conscience could restrain, no laws confine. 

They, in relinon's |^>ecious ^garb aixay'd; 

The facile crowd's too feady fditk betray'd, 30 

Taught them thek cmiac^ 9s G<)d':S >»wn cAvtsc taset^ . 

Inflam'd thdr zeal, apd laosVi k all on nac* 

You know the pec^le, aiid tAie wars tjiey wag^ ^ 

When dire religion coftsecaraf^s^ th^ jrage : 

Spread her mysterious veil befoK 4hekef^ 3^ 

Their laws, their king, their counti7> they de£[ptfes 

Oft, in a cause which neither ^ndi^8toed» / 

^iie brother's sword has drunk tkuei brethca:^ blood. 

Conscious how bigot jseal HfUdtuiis'd ^^ 

You crush'd the fatal Apdostor Vi.it$ btrthj. 4^ 

The rising spirit timely wifldam Quefi'4, 

Scarce the dark doud was gathdr'fd wh^^ispqU'^i. . 

While laws and freodom Bidtish'l^omB warm, 

Britons shall bless ihe pow'r^ that la^d th' impeadic^ stesngu 

Not 
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Not such the plan which Medicis puiWd, 45 

What ills from her ambition have accrued ! 
FerhapS) in generous sympathy of woe. 
The mind of Medicis (3) you wish to know 5 
For me> unprejudiced 9t least, FU tell. 

What many speak of, ncme could know so well > 50 

That close enveloped mind was known to few. 
Of all its windings none possessed the clew. 
Long at h^r court I sounded ev'ry thought, 
Watch'd ev'ry storm her br^ooding malice wrought s 
Till danger taught me all her soul to know. 55 

Her husband (4), snatch'd by Fate's disasf raus blow> 
lieft.her aspiring mind a boundless fkld : 
Three sons, tndn'd up the rod of pow'r to vaeld> 
Were each, in turn, her ilave upon the throne. 
Or each detested when be rul*d alone :- 60 

Hatred and jealousy her art3 inamtain*d> 
While o*er the jarring court, supreme she reign'd > 
With sure success, her £atal plans disposed, 
Conde to Guise, <and France to France (^pos'd> 
True to no party> but to gainJber end, 65 

Prompt to embrace her foe, desot her friend > 
A slave to pleasure, to ambition more. 
Impious, tho' superstition's chain she wore ; 
With ev*ry vice in fine, in woman bom, 
Stript of the virtues which their mind adorn. 70 

Pardon this has^ word which truth demandsi. 

Above her sex the British sovereign stands ^ 

That 
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That sex, unrivaled grace alone betrays, 
And charms the world, her manly wisdom sways. 
Amidst her greatest men by Europe plac'd, 
A bright example for us all youVe traced. 

In early youth, by death untimely swept, 
The second Francis (5) with his fathers slept ; 
Governed by Guise, and fond of his controul, 
l^or vice nor virtue mark'd his feeble soul. 

Still younger, Charles (6) a monarch's ensigns wore: 
But Medicis the weight of empire bore. 
To fix her pow'r, her policy designed - 
In endless infancy to chain his mind, 
And breatiiing foul dissention thro' his courts 
To raise, in civil broils, a sure support. 
Two rival sects, her baneful arts infiam'd. 
And streams of blood her jealous pow'r proclaimed. 

Dreux (7) first beheld their adverse banners wavCj 
There her first signal civil fury gave 5 
In silent tombs where GaUia's monarchs dwell. 
Grown old in arms, great Montmorency (8) fell. 
The fated ball a British warrior sent. 
And clos'd an age in glorious dangers spent. 
Near Orleans, Guise (9), unworthy such a death. 
To Poltro's treacherous hand resigned his breath. 
My hapless father (10), wedded to the court. 
Weak, and against his wiU, the queen's support; 
Inglorious led his life's uncertsun course. 
Of all his evils, he himself the source ; 
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False to the cause his better judgment chose. 
He fought and died, to serve his greatest foes, 

Conde (i i), who lov'd in me his brother's heir. 
My youth protected with a fatlier's care ; 

His camp, fhe nur&'ry of my infant days, 105 

I leam'd to emulate the warrior's praise ; 
Thpre, in the paths of war and glory train'd. 
My soul the pleasures of a court disdain'd. 

Oh, hapless day ! on Jamac's fatal field. 
What fiiry, Montesquiou, thy bosom ySteelM ? no 

Shame ! from a warrior's hand^ a murd'rer's blow 
Strikes to the ground a bleeding helpless foe ; 
Too weak to ward, or to revenge the deed, 
I saw thy treach'rou^ wound, I saw him bleed. 

Heav*n, to my infant weakness ever kind, 115 

Still to an hero's cafte my youth consign'd % 
in £^nd^s places like Conde too rever'd. 
To guide my fortunes, Coligny (12) appear'd. 
If in this bosom virtue spotless glow. 

If Rome, that hates me, must esteem her foe, 12.0 

If Europe grant mp some small share of fame. 
From you, illustrious Goligny, it came ; 
From you, lamented, ever honoured shade. 
With you its growing strength my arm essay'd ; 
Grown old in war, in glorious labour gi^, 1 25 

In honour's rugged path you led the way« 
Our friends, with you and virtue on their side. 
Fortune and Mcdicis, alike defied, 

Ador'd 
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Ador'd by us, respected by our foes. 

Your fame still braghter from misfortune rose ; 130 

Dreadful alike, in vict'ry or retreat^ 

Greater, and still more glorious, in defeat. 

Than mighty Gaston and Dunois appear. 

In all the triumphs of their bright career. 

Ten years in vain war's dreadful chance was tried, 135 

And with French blood, the plains of France were dy'd ; 
When Medicis, who daily saw renew'd, 
The forces which she daily thought subdu'd ; 
Weary of conquests which her hope deceivM, 
In her dark soul, a horrid plan conceiv'd ; 140 

To trust no longer war's uncertain fete. 
But with one blow her thirsty vengeance sate. 
Favours and flattery her projects veil'd, 
And peace was ofFer'd us, when war had feil'd. 
What peace, just Heav'n, whose vengeance I implore ! 145 

What bloody fruit the treacherous olive bore ; 
Is it, O God 1 for monarchs, from the throne 
To lead thdr subjects on to crimes unknown ? 

But Coligny, his king^s, his country's friend^ 
Whose good in civil arms was all his end -, 150 

Anxious to see their loi^ misfortunes cease. 
Too fondly grasp'd this faithless lure of peace. 

Suspicion seldom haunts a noble mind. 
With gen'rous confidence his foes he join'd ; 
Too young for thought, secure in his support, 155 

And guided by his care, I sought the court. 

The 
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The queen received me with a long embrace. 
While tears of well-feign'd joy bedew'd her face ; 
On me she lavished all a mother's care. 

With him appeared her inmost thought to share. 1 60 

Profuse of honours, and in flatt'ry school'd, 
Her councils seem'd by his op'mions rul'd ; 
Drawn by the promis'd favours of her son. 
Our friends deceived, by brilliant hopes she won. 

This gleam' of sunshine was, alas ! but short, 165 

While some, ^ho better knew the faithless court. 
Dreaded its smiles — not easy to detect, 
Xhe king could feign, still more than they suspect ; 
For Medicis in secret form'd his heart 

To ev'ry treacherous ev'ry cruel art ; 170 

Too prone to vice, his easy nature caught 
At once th' envenomed doctrines which she taught 5 
Pity and shame were banish'd from his soul. 
And vice possessed it all without controul. 

With deeper guile th' infernal plot to weave, 275 

His sister's (13) hand he plighted, to deceive. 
A brother's love his smiling lips profess'd, 
A brother's love received him to my breast. 
Insidious name ! vain friendship which we swore. 
The first dire presage of our fate you bore ; 1 80 

The same pale torch difFus'd its dismal gloom . 
On these sad nuptials, and my mother s tomb ! 
Let not my tongue, betray'd by grief or hate, 
To Medicis impute her early fate \ 

F Surmises 
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Surmises, e'en well founded, I disclaim, 185 

Nor need suspicion vilify that name ; 

Death clos'd my mother's eyes !— forgive the tear 

Which mem'ry calls for, at a name so dear. 

The hour (14) came round appointed by the queen. 
All stood prepar'd to close the bloody scene, 190 

The sickly moon refus'd her trembling light. 
And more than common darkness veil'd the night ; 
Silence and sleep on weary nature hung, 
Thro' the still air the hollow signal rung. ^ 

Secure in virtue Coligny repos'd, 195 

His watchful lids, sleep unsuspecting clos'd. 
Sudden at once a thousand hideous cries 
Break his soft slumbers : — sudden to his eyes 
A thousand horrid shapes of murder rise I 
His palace blazing thro' the glowing air, 200 

And arms and torches cast a sullen glare. 
Wdt'ring in blood, his murder'd servants lie. 
Their panting limbs the dusky flames supply ; 
From ev'ry side the furious rabble pour. 

Wild for their prey, in savage sounds they roar : 205 

Spare none ! — spare none ! — 'Tis God directs our hand. 
The king and Medicis their blood demand. 
Nearer and louder as they swarm around. 
Their bursting peals of death his name resound ; 
Expiring, dragg'd o'er heaps of victims slain, 210 

Young Teligny (15) implores his aid in vain I 

Hu 
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His age's hope, his daughter's hapless choice, 

He sees him fall, and hears his dying voice. 

Ill-fated youth ! for this did early fame 

Adorn the honours of thy ancient name ; 215 

For this his daughter, Coligny bestow. 

And love and honour in thy bosom glow i 

Unarm'd, unaided, but for ever great. 
Calmly he view'd lus own impending fate ; 
Resolv'd, tho' none avenge him, none defend, azo 

Glory, which ^rac'd his life, shall grace his end. 
His palace now th' assassin band possess. 
Now on the portal of his chamber press ; 
This feeble barrier he himself wididrew. 

And stood majestic in the ruffians' view; 22? 

Unmov'd, serene, as on th' embattled plain 
I've seen him urge the combat, or restrain : 
Struck^ with the godlike grandeur of the man. 
Unusual awe thro' every bosom ran ; 

Their harden'd souls were melted by Ms look> ato 

And fury, for a time, their breast forsook, 
f * Why," cries the hero, " why your woxk suspend ? 
Let this grey head beneath your daggers bend ^ 
Strike, I forgive the blow, no vengeance fear. 
Strike, and you'll find a generous heart is here I 23 c 

The blood which war hsis spar'd, old age has chill'd. 
Ok ! that for you, these ling'ring drops were spill'd.'^ 
His words at once their bloody purpose stopp'd, ^ 
Down from their trembling hands their poignards dropp'd 1 

F 2 Tears 



44 '^n£ H£NRIADE^ 

Tears fill their eyes, around his knees they cling, 240 

Like duteous subjects round an honour'd king ; 

The hero, 'midst his murderers, appear'd 

A monarch in his court by all rever'd. 

But Besme (16)^ their leader, thund'ring from below, 

Amaz'd for once, to find their daggers slow,. 245: 

Rush'd furious on, indignant as he found 

His fiends unaim'd and prostrate on the ground ; 

Perfect in guilt, fit agent for the queen, 

Inflexible, he view'd the moving scene > % 

'Twere crime, 'twere weakness, 'twere his first ronorse, 250 

Could his fierce spirit yield to pity's force: 

In sounds of death, their dastard souls he ciu'st. 

And thro' their trembling ranks like lightning burst *^ 

But still the hero's calm, majestic look, 

In nature's spite, his hellish temper shook > 255 

His awfid brow unable to withstand, 

m 

He tum'd aside, and, with uncertain hand> 

Buried his bloody dagger in his breast i 

Of all our heroes thus expir'd the best. 

Nor did his death their deep revenge assuage,. 260 

His mangled corps, must glut their barb'rous rage. 

On the bare plain an headless trunk it lay> 

To birds and prowling dogs a common prey ! 

Charles and his court, delighted with the show, 

Inhal'd the odour of a slaughter'd foe ^ 265 

The hoary head from the cold body torn. 

The gift of Charles, to Medicis was bome $ 

And 
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And rais'd in triumph, ghastly, pale and grim, 

A triumph worthy her, and worthy him : 

She with cold apathy the face surveyed, 270 

No sign of pleasure, or remorse, betray'd ; 

As one to whom such gifts were nothing new. 

So close the curtain of her mind she drew. 

Vain were the task to count the heaps of dead. 
Or tell, what blood that guilty night was shed > 275 

For Coligny*s sad fate, did but presage 
The boundless circuit of then* growing rage. 
Pure in then: eyes, and daggers in their hands, 
Infiam'd by zeal, urg'd by their king's commands. 
Trampling our dying friends beneath their feet, 280 

MUlions of murd'rers swarm'd in ev'ry street. 
To swell the slaughter, lurldng vengeance came. 
And private murder took a public name. 
Guise at their head (17), with tenfold vengeance paid 
This bloody tribute to his father's shade. 285 

Foremost (18) Nevcrs, Gondy, Tavannes appear. 
Goad on tir'd havoc in his dread career. 
Fast, as they kill, new lists of death impart, 
And guide their poignards to their victims' heart* 

But who can paint what dire confusion reign'd, 290 

What waves of blood the streets of Paris stain'd; 
What piercing shrieks were heard, what dying groans : 
Torn from her breast, and dash'd upon the stones. 
The mother, dying, moum'd her infant dead I 
Sons o'er their fathers' bleeding bodies bled I 295 

Men, 



I 
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Men, children, women, perish'd ; sex nor age. 

Beauty nor innocence, escap*d their rage ! 

Reckless alike for what, or whom, they kill, 

'Twas cause sufficient they had blood to spill : 

Death at a bound at once on thousands rush'd, 300 

« 

Consumed, or in the flaming ruins crush'd ! 

Such scenes, which mortal fiiry still displays, 

Mark the dire track where flaming passion strays 

And blot man's annals from his earliest days. 

But what ne'er enter'd in those lists of crimes, 305 

What Fate reserv'd for our devoted times. 

By frantic priests the pious monsters led, 

CaU'd God to witness all the blood they shed : 

On altars of the slain his name invok'd. 

Where, mix'd with human blood, thdr horrid incense smok'd I 310 

Hence let mankind this awful lesson feel. 

Dread the foul spirit of fanatic zeal ; 

And curse the men, on pow'r or gain intent. 

Whose hell-bom arts those deadly feuds foment : 

Imbitt'ring ev'ry source of hum^i woe, 31 j 

Pouring despair from whence our h(^ should flow. 

O then what chiefs were hurried to the tomb : 
Rei^el and PardaUlan (19), unworthy doom ! 
Wise Lavardin (&o) thy prudence could not save. 
Nor Guerchy's valour snatch him from die grave. 320 

Amidst the victims which that night d[ woe 
Sunk to the realms of endless night below, 

Soubise 
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Soubise and Marsillac (21) witli fate contend. 

And bravely, but in vsdn, their lives defend ; 

Till wounded, fainting, struggling still for breath, 325 

Before the Louvre's (22) gate they sink in death ; 

Their dying voice in vain their king implored, 

£v*n at his feet, life's gushing stream they pour'd. 

At leisure Medicis enjoy'd the sight. 
She, with her minions, from the Louvre's hdigbt 33O 

Guided and urg'd the murderer's hand below. 
And smird to see th6 bloody torrent flow : 
On ev'ry side, in rapture as she gaz'd. 
Wide spreading flames, to light her triumph, blaz'd. 

But worse than all — O deed of horrid fihame, 335 

A foul assassin too, the king (23) became I 
'Twas not enough to give the dire command. 
In his own subjects blood, he ateep'd his sacred hand I 

He too, Valois, the king I serve to«-day, 
In whose defence your aid I suppliant pray, 346 

He too, did in th' infernal plot engage. 
He more than shar'd his wretched brotfaer^s rage. 
Yet is not Valois' heart of feeling stript. 
Seldom in guiltless blood Ms hands were dipt $ 
By vice surrounded, easy, fbeUe, young, 345 

His very cruelty from weakness sprung. 

Some few, indeed, surviv'd the gen'ral lot. 
Not that the murd'rers spar'd t^m, but foigot ; 
How Caumont's (24) tender years escap'd their n\ge. 
With wonder will be t(4d thro' ev'ry age. 350 

Between 
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Between two sons, the sire, with years opprest, 

Stretch'd on one couch,. enjoy'd the sweets of rest, 

Eager to kill, rash fury for their guide. 

Blindly their daggers struck on ev'ry side ; 

Their blows repeated, hasty rage misled, 355 

And death uncertain, hover'd round the bed. 

Too often ready at our rash coromand, 

A pow'r invisible restrained his hand : 

*Tis God alone, prolongs our days or ends. 

On him, and not on man^ our fate depends : 360 

Caumont unhurt escapes their thousand blows, 

A second life a father's love bestows ; 

Spread o'er his darling cluld, his heart received 

Their erring poignards^ and their rage deceived. 

Meanwhile of plighted faith, alas ! too sure, 365 

Midst all these crimes, unguarded and secure. 
Far in the palace from the hostile sound, 
My languid sense, in balmy sleep was drown'd, 
Gods ! what a scene those treacherous slumbers broke ! 
To what dread sights of horror I awoke : 37<^ 

The dawning light, my murder'd servants shcw'd. 
With fuming blood the royal mansion flow'd ; 
Close by my couch, I saw th' assassin stand, 
The reeking dagger lifted in his hand ! 

The period of my hapless fate was come, 375 

Already I advancM to meet my doom. 

Whether some feeling for their sovereign's race, 
Still in their harden'd bosoms found a place j 

Whether 



> 



THE HSNRIADE. 49 

Whether the queen, refin'd in malice, thought 

Death for her enemies too mild a lot, 380 

And with false mercy vengeance to ally. 

Those whom she hated most forbade to die ; 

Or that in me, her prudence would oppose 

A future hostage to avenging foes ; 

The life her cautious hatred bade her spare, . 385 

In servile bondage I was doomed to bear. 

Thrice happy Coligny ! from dastard chains 
Snatch'd by thy better fate, thy fame remains ; 
Blest was thy doom, of life alone bereft. 
Unsullied by thy fall, thy glory left. 390 

I see your blood, the tale of horror chills. 
Your royal breast indignant passion fills. 
Deeper and wider still, the torrent spread: 
YouVe still to hear, what seas of blood they shed I 
It seem*d at once, that from the Louvre's gate 39^ 

The knell of murder toU'd thro* all the state. 
To deeds of blood, when monarchs bend their mind. 
What prompt obedient ministers they find ! 
Too well, like Paris, all the realm obey'd (25), 
Death, unrestrained, o'er all the country prey'd s 400 

Our rivers, choak'd with carnage, swell'd with blood. 
To frighted ocean roll'd a crimson flood. 
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(i) Presumptuous to decide,] Henry IV. has becii represented by many 
historians as sincerely undecided between the two religions. He was at this time a 
Calvinist, but if he sought for truth with the candid zeal of an honest man, guided 
only by the light of human reason, and averse as lie is here described to persecution 
and to deceit, the conduct of both parties must have staggered his belief in either. 



{2} The two chiefs of Guise's line.] Francis, then commonly styled the Great 
Duke of Guise, £ither to the Duke surnamed the Balafr^ (or the ScarM), whom 
Henry III. murdered at Blois. He and his brother the cardinal, laid the first foun- 
dation of the League. He was possessed of many great qualities, which we should 
take care not to confound with good ones. That great historian De Thou says, that 
this Francis De Guise wished to have Anthony of Navarre, father to Henry IV. mur* 
dered in the chamber of the King of France, Francis II. and had actually prevailed 
upon the young and weak monarch to consent to this crime. The mind of Anthony 
de Bourbon was weak and unsteady; he was not destitute of courage and greatness of 
souL Informed of the plot against his life, he did not hesitate to enter the chamber 
where he knew he. was to be murdered. ^^ If they do kill me,'^ he said to Reinsy, one 
of his gentlemen, ^^ carry my bloody shirt to my son and to my wife; they will know 
how to revenge my death." The young king, shuddermg at the guilt of such an 
action, withdrew his consent, and the Duke of Guise was heard to say in retiring 
from the presence-chamber, ^ What a poor king we have 1" 

G a (3) The 
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(3) The mind of Medicis.} Great g^and-daughter to Lorenzo dc Medicis, chief 
6T the Florentine Republic, samamed the Great, and the father of literature. Of the 
origin of this house authors speak difFerently : some pretend, and Brantome follows 
them, that, when Brennus, a French general, overran Italy and Greece, he had in his 
army two French gentlemen, called Felonius and Bono, who suspecting Brennus of a 
design of pillaging the temple of Delphos, withdrew from him with all their forces, 
and penetrated into Asia as far as Medea.. As they were returning through Italy to 
France, Felonius stopped on the banks of the river Amo. Struck with their resem- 
blance to some of the spots which he had conquered in Medea, he built a city there, 
which is now called Florence, and his companion Bono gave his name to a city still 
called Bologna or Bononia. Felonius, from his great exploits in Medea got the sur« 
name of Medicus, whence the house of Medicis. Such is the romance of the family, 
but it is pretended that this is its history :-^C descends, they say, from a collier, who 
made his son an apothecary. Medico in Italian, whence their name and arms, which are 
balls or pills. They never woulid allow this origin, and the world would not believe 
the other. See ^^ Discours merveilleux de la Vie, Actions et Deportemens, de la Reyne 
Catherine de Medici^,** British Museum. It is banfly possible to ghre a better idea 
of the mind of Catherine de Medicis than Voltaire has here done. As to her pefson 
it was majestic and elegant, though her head was radier too large ; her features were 
beautiful) her neck and brtast unrivalled, her complexion uncommonly fine, her eyes 
large anil animated. These charms, which were heightened by all the art of dress, 4id 
not fade with her youth, but lasted even to old age, though she gtew rather large and 
corpident* Her legs were remarkably well shaped, and she is said to have introckiced 
the fitshaoA of ricKng on a side-saddle to show one of them to greater advantage. Her 
reign forms an epochs in the history of politeness. She gave to die French court that 

. character of elegance, gallantry, luxury, and perhaps of coiruption, which it never after-* 
waxds lost. She possessed the most undaunted courage, of which she gave frequent 
proofs- to the astonishment of tbeoMest soldiers. She was born April 13, iSrQ, of 
Lorenzo de Medicis, Duke of UrUno^ and Madame De la Tour d*Au vergne, and seems 
Jh>m her birth to have been destined to an extraordinary fate. Her childhood was 

' exposed to the gr^test dangers froai die animosity of die FForentines at that time 
against the house of Medicis. Bapttsto de Cei proposed to have her exposed on the 
wrils of the town to the fire of the Austrian batteries ; Bernardo Castiglioni to deliver 
her up to the lust of the soldiery. After being the wife of one king and the mother 
of three, and occasioning during many years the misery and devastation of France, 
the died at Blois in 1589, aged 71, loaded with debts. The death of this princess, 

whose 
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whose life had been so remarkable, was almost unnoticed. So died the Dutchess of 
Angoulesme, mother to- Francis L So have died many other turbulent and intriguing 
women ; ^ as if," says diat excellent historian, die President Hainaujt) ^ Heaven 
took a pleasure in obliterating the memory of the ambitious.*^ 

(4) Her husband, snatchM] Henry IL killed at Paris, roth July 1559, tn a tocr- 
tiament, by Montgomery, the splinter of whose lance entered his right eye, in the 41st 
year of bis age and the 12th of his reign. The diversions of those days consisted in 
an ostentatious display of vigour and dexterity. A. Turkish envoy at one of those 
tournaments, which seldom ended without some misfortune, very sensibly remarked, 
tl^t if the combatants were in earnest, it was not enough ; if they were in play, it was 
too mudi. Montgomery was executed, more in the spirit of revenge than of justice^ 
in 1574, under Henry III ; ** a warning," says De Thou, •* that even accident is ac- 
counted criminal when it faHs on a crowned head." His children were degraded from 
their rank ; the father in his last moments cried out, ^ I consent to that part of the 
sentence, if they have not virtue to raise them in spite of it." His name was unlucky ; A-' 

another Montgomery wounded Francis I. dangerously in the head in plajdng widi him. 



(5) The second Francis.} His dlaracter cannot be better given than in the poem. 
He was the husband of Mary Queen ^Scotland, and died at Orleans m 1560, at the 
age of 18. When party spirit runs high it is hard for any conspicuous person to die 
9rithDut die sqspidori of videhde. It was said a Scotch Huguenot valet de chambre 
poisoned him by the part of Us nigbt^cap, which answered to a fistula which he bed lA 
his ear. 

(6) Still younger Chades.] Charles IX. bom 1550, came to the throne 156a 
His character and dreadfiil deathr are finely painted in the ad and 3d Cantos. Ca« 
tberine saw three ef her Boni upon the dirone of France; Francis II. Charles IX 
Henry in. 

(7) Dreux first beheld.] The battle of Dreux in 1561 was the fim pitched battle 
between the Pratsftanta and Catholic in the beginning ^f the day the ProteftantS 
were victorious ; when Catherine heard it she very quietly said, '* Then we muft say 
/Mir pra]fers in Frendi/^ 

• ♦ 

(8) Gnat 
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(8) Great Montmorency fell.] Anne de Montmorency, the most obstinate and 
inflexible man, and the most unfortunate general of his time* Stuart, a Scotchman, 
who had made him prisoner at the battle of Dreux, killed him at that of St* Denis. 
He had already received four wounds in the fiiccand one very deep one in the head 
with a battle axe ; he was rallying his troops when Stuart rode up and levelled his 
pistol at his head. ^^ Don't you know me?" he cried, ^^ I ain the constable of 
France." " Very well," answered Stuart, " this is the proof of it," and discharged 
his pistol in his shoulder. As he fell he dashed the hilt of his sword into Stuart's 
mouth, broke his teeth and fractured his jaw. He died next day with great composure 
aged near 80. 

Stuart, under Francis II. acquitted himself of the murder of Minard, a magistrate 
active against the Protestants, by undergoing the torture with the utmost fortitude. 
He was afterwards taken at the battle of Jarnac and killed in cold blood by the 
Marquis de Villars, in the presence of the Duke of Anjou, afterwards Henry III. 

(9) Guise, unworthy such a death.] Francis, Duke of Guise, already mentioned in 
the notes of Canto I. famous for the defence of Metz against Charles V. He was 
besieging the Protestants in Orleans in 1563, when Poltrot de Mere, a gentleman of 
Angoulesme, shot him in the back with a pistol charged with three poisoned balls. 
He died at the age of 44, covered with glory and regretted by his party. 

(10) My hapless &ther.] Anthonjr of Bourbon, king of Navarre, fttfaer of the 
most determined and intrepid man who ever lived, was himself the weakest and most 
irresolute. He was a Huguenot, and his wife a Catholic, but they both changed their 
religion much about the same time. Jane Dalbret, his wife, always contiuued an ob- 
stinate Protestant; but Anthony was always wavering jn his opinions,. ;and it is still 
doubtful in whKrh he died. He served Medicis whom he hated, against the Protestants 
l^hom he loved. He aspired to the regency at the death of Francis U. M I know,^ 
said Catherine to him, ^^ that you pretend to the government during the minority of 
my son ; give me this instant a promise under your hand that you will not accept the 
regency in case it should be offered to .you by the State^.^' Anthony obeyed^ and 
signed his own disgrace. He wds kitfed in 1562, at the siege of Rouen, aged 44. 

(11) Conde who loved in me.] This prince of Conde was bradier to Anthonys 
King of Navarre, and uncle to Henry IV, He viras long at the head of the Protestant 

party* 
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pMjj the inveterate eneiny of the Gnises, and was killed after the battle of Jarnac by 
Montesquiou, captain of the Dukeof Anjou's guards. Henry IV. was at that battle, 
and, though but fourteen years old, remarked the faults by which it was lost. On 
that day the Prince of Conde had one arm already disabled and in a sling. As he rode 
to the charge, his brother-in-law theComte delaRochefoucault's horse reared and broke 
his leg. No ways aiFected by this accident, he said calmly to those about him, " Re- 
member, gentlemen, that these fiery horses do much more harm than good in an army. 
The prince of Conde, since he has you with him, does not fear to give battle with a 
broken leg and an arm in a sling.*' He instantly charged ; his horse was killed under 
him, but he defended himsdf on one knee, covered with wounds, till he was taken 
prisoner by Tison d'Argence. A moment after, says Brantome, rode up a very 
gallant and honourable gentleman called Montesquiou, asked his name, instantly cried 
but, ^ Kill him, by all means kill him I" and shot him through the head. After the action 
the Duke of Anjou, afterwards Henry III. by whose order it is supposed Montesquioa 
killed him, wished to enjoy the sight of his body. It was thrown across .an ass, the 
bead and legs hanging down, and kept that night in the room under that in which the 
Duke of Anjou slept. . His person was little and hump-backed, but he was full of wit 
and gallantry, and a great &vourite of the ladies. 

' No general was ever so much beloved by bis soldiers. His German au»Iiaries mur- 
muring for their pay,, he once proposed to his own troops to give them theirs, to which 
they readily consented. 

(12) CoKgny.] Gaspard de Coligny, Admiral of France, son of Gaspard, Ma- 
reschal of France, and Louisa de Montmorency, sister to the ccmstable, born at Cha* 
tillonj the x6th February 1516. After the death of the prince of Conde he was de- 
dared chief of the Protectants in France. Catherine and Charles IX. enticed him to 
the court foi'-themaririige of Htniy IV. to Margarite de Valois, sister to Chslrles and 
'Henry III. tie was murdered On St. Bartholomew's day, and was the chief object 
of their vengeance. The circumstances of his death were exactly otiose mentioned in 
the poem. The words, Strike^ and y&uHl find a gin*raus heart is b$ri^ were thost 
xsf the gallant C0S86, Duke de Brissac, murdered nearly in the same manner at Ver- 
iailles in September 1793* After receiving many wounds,* he laid his hand on hta 
heart, and eried firmly to his assassins, ^ Strike here, void le ceeur de Brissac* ^ Wtiz 
you'll find Brissac's heart. He preserved the devated sentiments of ancient chivalry 
In ait iheir purity ; hr was the true model of a French gdideman. Attached to hie 
king with the nablest spirit of independence, he never quitted his side from the first 

moment 
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moment of his misfortunes, till he was dragged from it some days prerious Co the lodi 
of August 1793* Those who have known France as I have done, and who find in 
this work (if it has any readers) many mdancboly traits of resemblance with our 
present unhappy days, will easily forgive me this digression, this triste indulgence, in 
the remembrance of times of ^ich nothing now but a hopeless wreck remuns. 

The admiral's body was treated with every species of wanton indignity. The 
Protestants say, that the head was sent to Rome by the queen ; certain it is, that it 
was presented to her, with a box full of papers containing the history of his times 
written by his own hand. The populace dragged the headless corpse through the 
streets, and hung it by a chain to a giU)et at Montfinicon* The king and his court 
went there to enjoy this horrid sight : some of the company remarking that the body 
smelt fll, Charles, in the words and spirit of Vitellius, answered, ^^ The body of a 
dead enemy always smells well." Coligny lodged In a house still to be seen in the 
flue de Betizy, which was in Voltaire's time L'Hotel de St Pierre, where his chamber 
was ^ewn. 

A monied tiian of our times, bought an estate which had belonged to Colignp 
where be found a boot, a few feet under ground, full of pe^iers. They were aot good 
on 'Change, and he threw them into the fire. 

' The admiral's daughter,, widow to Teligny, who also was murdered|| married the 
Prince of Orange, great grand&ther to William IIL of En^aad. 

( 13) ' His sister's hand.] Margaret of Valois, daughter of Henry 11. and Catherine 
of Medicts, born May 14, IS59U The enthusiasm of Brantomtf's style in speaking of 
this prinoess Is extraordinary. ^ To proclaim her beauty, her talents and her virtues^ 
God must extend the bounds of this world, and raise the vault of Heaven ; in our 
narrow sphere^ die fiune of her perfection has not room to expatiate." In another 
place, ^ I bdieve," he says, << the finest months of the finest spr4ng, are not more 
fertile in painted flowers ai^ verdant herb$> thiui every season of t(ie life of this 
prinoess, in varioas and exalted subjects for the pen of panegytic."--~Aft«r recitii^ 
many imcommoh instances of the ei&ct of her charms, upon hmh of every country, h^ 
^lescribes the grandeur of her person, the majestic gcocefililness of her air, the com^ 
manding and at the same time languishing and vokiptuons expression of her dark ef^ 
die flowing ringlets of her sable hair ( at last (he old geadettien absoit fOfgets faimaelf 
viid his readers, in the gbwing picture wbidi he dnnvs of her b(^om: ^ So while, so 
^1, so rounds so killii^y displayed to view, that die geatifln»en of the opurt, almost 
expired at the sij^t; I Jiave seen her ladies» tboae vrbona she jKottctiliM'ly favoured, by 

her 
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lier permission cover it with rapturous kisses/' Such was the court of Catherine. 
After expatiating in this flighty manner on the charms of her person, and minutely 
describing the taste and elegance of her dress, he proceeds to those of her mind, which 
were not less captivating. Sensible, witty, eloquent, graceful, lively in her con« 
versation, mild and engaging in her temper, mistress of every pleasing and every solid 
accomplishment oT her time. She answered the Bishop of Cracow's Latin address in 
the most pleasing style of ready elocution ; her letters, her discourses, her common 
conversation, were mqdek of eloquence. What a pity diat so near to such perfection 
were the faults from which perhaps it sprang. Her beauteous form inspired pasuon f 
her ardent imagination, to which she owed the graces of her mind, made her roman* 
iically susceptible of it. Her conduct tmfbftunately was not exempt from reproach, 
cither before or after her marriage with Henry I V. Passionately enamoured, and seaetfy 
engi^ed with his greatest enemy, the Duke of Guise, who possessed superior attract- 
lions in the eyes of the ladies, she gave her hand to die King of Kavarre, with un« 
disguised iductanoe; But ever after -she had given it she nobly refused to consent 
to any measure to his disadvantage, and saved his life at the massacre of St. Bartho« 
lomew, which took place only six days after their manriage, his name having been 
put down by Catherine in the red list (// papier r&ugi). The remainder of her 
life after her divorce from Henry, to procure which he published the most secret and 
disgraceful transactions of her life, was spent in study, retirement and ne^ect. 

(14) The hour came round.] It was in the middle of die night between die aad 
and 23d of August 1572, that this bloody tragedy was acted. The signal was given 
by the ringing of a bell at the Louvre or Royal Palace, and repeated with great 
regularity through all the town^ subuibs and neighbourhood, till it spread into the 
remotest provinces* 

» 

(15) Young Teligny.]' The Count de Teligny had married die admiral's 

. • . • 

daughter a few months before. His countenance was so handsome, and so strongly 
expressive of mildness, that it quite disarmed the first assassins who came to put him 
to death ; but others were not wanting. 

(16) Besme.] A German, a servant or a page in the house of Guise. This 
wretch was afterwards taken by the Protestants. The people of La Rochelle offered 
a large sum to have hun quartered in their town* He was killed by a man of die' 

H name 
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name of BretonvSlei De Thou says the admiral exclaiined» vrben he ^^ru' wounded b^ 
3esme, '^ It would have been som^ satisfoction to have fallen hj the hands of a gen* 
lleman, but not by a miserable servant !"' 

' (17} Goise at their head-] Henry, Duke of Gulsci son to Franeti the greiC 
J^uke ^he was surnamed the Balafr^, from the scar of a wound which he received ia 
the hct by a pistol-shot near Chateau Thierry. It was he who ordered the barricades 
jround the palace of Henry III. by whose command he was afterwards murdered at 
Bloi$, 

(18) NeverS) Gondy, Tavannes.] Frederic of Gonzagna, of the hous^ of Mantua^ 
•duke of NeverSy one of the authors of the massacre. Albert de Gondy, M areschal d* 
KefV) favourite of Medicls. This family, which acquired so much power in Francej^ 
and seems formed fcr intrigue, descended from a miller about five miles from Florencei 
This Mareschal de Retx, who retired to the family mill, during the civil war of the 
League, was Charles's master in the art of dissimulation. His lather was a bankrupt at 
loofis, his mother's profession was not quite so reputable \ but in the way of busioess she 
became acquainted with Henry IL and Charles IX. ^ This Mareschal,'' says Braneomei 
from whom this note Is collected, ^^ was a most abominable swearer and blasphemer^ 
In cool blood} to be sure, he adds, die gallant Cipi^re, the king's governor, did also 
swear sometimes, but always like a gentleman in cavalier" 

' Gaspard de Tavannes had been page to Francis. He' ran through die streets diat 
(light, crying out— -^ Bleed ! bleed I Bleeding is as wholesome in August as in May.'* 
His son* who hns left some memoirs of those times^ says, that his father made a general 
confession on his death-bed. His confessor asking hio^ with astonishment, why hcsaid 
nothing of the part he had taken in the massacre ? ^ I look upon that," says the maro4 
schal, ^ as a meritorious action which will efface many of my other sins !" 

* 

, (19) Renel and Pardaillan.] Anthony de Clermont Rene), was killed as he endea^ 
voured to escape in his shirt, by the Baron des Ardres and his own opusio Bussy 
D'Amboise. The Marquis de Pardaillan was killed by his side* 

(20) Guerchy and Lavardin,J Guerchy made a gallant defence in th# street^ but 
fell overpowered by numbers, after killing many of thenu ho Marquis de I/avaidia 
bad not time to draw bis sword 

(21) Soubise 
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• (21) Soubise and Marsillac«] Marsillac, Count de la Rochefbucault, was a fa^ 
Tourice of Charles IX. and had passed part of that very night with him. The king 
bad some wish to save himy and bid him deep in the Louvre ; but at length let him goy 
saying, ^ I see 'tis the will of God." He refused to sleep in the king's room because he ' 
riiought the king wished only to whip him and play tricks on him in the night. When 
Chicot, the king's fool, knocked at his door to let in the murderers, he cried, ^I kno^ 
His the king come to whip me, but I am prepared, he shall not catch me." Soubise^ 
to called from his marriage with the heiress of that house ; his name was Dupont 
Quellenec He sold his life dearly, and fell, covered with wounds, under the queen's 
windows. The ladies of her court went to examine his naked and bloody body from 
particular motives of a barbarous and licentious curiosity worthy of that dissolute 
court 

(aa) The Louvre's gate.] The Louvre was the residence of the Frendi king, 
end is taken frequently for a palace in general, 

(23) The king became.] Vdtaire says he heard the last Mareschal de Tessj say^ 
Aat he had known in his youth an old man of ninety who had been page to Charles IX» 
and who repeatedly assured him that he himself had charged the carbine with ^idi the 
king fired that night upon the Protestants. 

(fl4) Caumont.] The famous Mareschal de La Force, who afterwards acquired w 
great a reputation, and lived to the age of ninety-four. The account he himself ^vca 
of his preservation in his manuscript memoirs differs from that given by Meseray in 
his History of France, which Voltaire has followed only in the circumstance of his 
fiither and elder brother being murdered by his side In the street and not in their bed. 
Here are his own words, they are very interesting :*-*^ Twq days before the massacre 
Ae king had sent orders to the parliament to set at liberty an officer who was im.* 
prisoned tii the Conciergerie. The parliament not obe3ang, the king diqpatchel his 
guards to break open the prison and liberate the prisoner^ The next day the parlia- 
ment waited on the king to remonstrate against diis proceeding. All die members of 
k affected to wear their arms in a sling, to intimate that die king^ by that act of via« 
knee, had wounded and maimed the arm of justice. This transaction made a gseaC 
noisc^ and in the beginning of the massacre the Huguenots were made to believe that 
Ae tumult was occasioned by an insurrection of the people on that account. A horse* 
dealer wi|o saw the Duke of. Guise and. soBie of the ruffians ^er the housed .the 

* • H 2 Admiral 
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Admiral de Coligny, and witnessed in the crowd the murder of that noUeiiiany rait 
instantly to give advice of it to the Sieur Caumoot dc La Porce^ to whom he had soldt 
ten horses a week before* La Force, his two sons, and many other Protestants, lodged 
in the Fauxbourg St. Germain. There was at that time no bridge between the^. 
Fauxbourgs and the town. The court had given orders to have all the boats seised* 
for the use of the assassins. The horse-dealer swam across and gave Mons. de Lar 
Force notice of the danger whidi threatened him. La Force had already quitted hir 
bouse and might have saved himself^ but finding his children did not fellow him^ he- 
went back for them, and had scarce reached his house before the assassins were in it 
with a man of the name of Martin at their head ; they entered his apartment, disarmed 
him and his children, and with horrid imprecations bid them prepare for death. La. 
Force offered Martin a ransom of two thousand crowns, which he accepted.; La. 
Force swore it should be paid in two days, and the assassins, after pillaging the house, 
told him and his children to put their handkerchiefs in the form of a cross •ver their 
hats, and tuck up the sleeves of their right arms up to the shoulders. This was tha 
distinctive mark of the murderers. In this situation they took them across the river 
into the town. The mareschal says that the river was covered with dead bodies {he 
and his father and brother landed opposite the Louvre j there they saw many of dieir 
friends murdered, among others the brave De Piles, father of him who killed MaU 
herbe's son in a duel. Captain Martin then brought his prisoners to his house, Ruct 
des Petits Champs, made them swear that they would not stir out till the two thousand 
crowns were paid, placed a guard of two Swiss soldiers over them, and set off' to 
massacre more Calvintsts. One of the Swiss out of compassion offered the prisoners 
to help them to escape ; La Force would not listen to him, he had given his word and 
would rather die than break it. His aunt furnished the money, and he was going to give 
it to Captain Martin, when the Count de Cooonas (the very same who was afterwarda 
beheaded) came to tell La Force, that the Duke of Anjou wished to speak to him ; 
upon which the hther and the two children came down, bareheaded and without theif 
cloaks. loL Force soon perceived that he was going to his death, and following Co* 
cotias, beseeched him to spare his two innocent children. The youngest^ called 
Jacques Nompar, who was only thirteen years old, and who gives this account^ raised 
his voice and reproached the murderers with their crimes, assuring them that thejr 
would be punished by God. Meanwhile the father and the two duldrea were brought 
to the end of the Rue dfs Petits Champs y the eldest first received several wounds of 
n poignard, and cried out, ^ Oh, my fiither I Oh, my God ! Fm dead !" In the same 
jnitant the fiither fell» pierced with wounds^ upon the body of the $00. The youngest, 

vha 
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who was covered with their blood, but who had miraculously escaped their daggers^ 
had the presence of mind to cry out also, ^ I am dead !'' and threw himself down 
between his father and brother, whose last sighs he received. The murderers, thinking 
them all dead, went off, saying, ^ We have done for them all three/* Some wretches 
came to strip the bodies; young La Force had still a linen stocking left, which 
tempted a marker of the tennis court of Verddet; in pulling it o(F, he fixed his eyes 
on the body of the child, and cried out, ^ Alas I 'tis a great pity, this is but a child, 
what could he have done !'* These words of compassion engaged the young La 
Force to raise his head softly and whisper *^ I am not yet dead/' The poor man 
answered, ^ Don't stir, my diild, have patience." Towards night he came for him, 
and said, ^ Get up, they are gone," and put an old doak over his shoulders. As he 
was leading him off, one of the executioners asked him, ^ What boy is that ?" ^ HTis 
my nephew," says he, ^ who has got drunk, see what a figure he has made erf* himself, 
I am going to correct him." At last the poor marker got him to his house, and 
asked thirty crowns for his recompence. From his house the chiki got himself con* 
ducted, disguised as a beggar, to the arsenal, to his relation the Maresdial de Biron» 
Grand Master of the Artillery. They hid him for some time in the women's apart* 
ment, but hearing that the court was seeking him to put him to death, he effected his 
escape In the dress of a page, under the name of Baupuy." 

Henry IV. was more than once heard to say publicly, that after the massacre a 
flight of crows perched upon the Louvre, and during seven nights the king and all the 
court heard dreadful cries and lamehution always at the same hour. He spoke also 
of a more singular prodigy : he said that, some days before the massacres, while he 

m 

was playing at dice with the Duke of Alenfon and the Duke of Guise, he saw drops 
of blood upon the table; that twice he had them wiped off; that twice they returned} 
and that he quitted the table with horror. 

(25) All the reahn obey'd.] The names of those virtuous men who did not obey 
this unjust and cruel order, can never be too often repeated. Jeanin, the Marquis de 
St Herem, the Counts De Tendes and De Charni ; Messrs. De Tanegin, Le Veneur» 
De Gordes, De Villeneuve de Vaucluse, De Mandelot, D'Ortes, De Mattgnon, and 
others whose names ought not to be forgotten. 
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CANTO III. 

" Fate gave the rein, and Death, without contiouli 

Rang'd on, till slaughter doy'd the murd'rer's soul. 

Or from his hand the blunted digger dropt. 

Or dearth of victims, sated carnage stopt : . 5 

The people then, whose minds the queen misled, 

Look'd down with horror on the blood they'd shed. 

Pity mth them to senseless rage is near. 

Their country's mournful accents reach'd their ear. 

The king himself (i) the scene disgusted view'd. 

And swift remorse, his haunted soul pursu'd. 14 

In vain the queen, with deep infernal art, 

Eras'd the stamp of nature from his heart ! 

A soul like hers, so steel'd to guilt and shame, 

Surpass'd the art of hell itself to frame 1 

Still was the goading voice of conscience heard, i^ 

That secret judge, by proudest tyrants fear*d j 

I To 
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To sorrow and to shame, an eady pref » 

He felt the canker'd bud o£ life decay ; 

His faded cheek the hand of God betray'd> 

His^ days were numbered, his offences wdgh*d. 20 

A dread example thro' all future times. 

For kings — ^who dare to imitate his crimes ! 

I saw him die 1 and still before my eyetf. 

The horrors of that dreadful scene arise ; 

Through ev'ry pore his oozing blood distill'd, 25 

Aveng'd the blood of France, his rage had spill'd* 

A hand unseen impelled Jum to ius doom, • 

His end diffused an universal gloom. 

The people moom'd their ktn^ his crimes excus'd> 

Crimes of weak youth, by wicked arts abus'd ^ 3^ 

And still to hope inclined, in his remorse. 

Of future virtue, vitvid a iruitfisl soarce. 

Soon as his brotiber's wretched &te was known^ 
Valois (2), impatient, darted <xl the thrane ; 
Swift as the whirlwind frodtt the nottk he rwdbkl, 35 

To seize the spoils ViMdi ^tiii wkh slaughter Idosh'd. 

More fear'd than mighty longs, his joamg renown 
Oain'd ev'ry suffrage ibr Jttgeflon^s crown. 

But early fame is oft a dang'rMis boon, 

Valois the glory lost he g&m'd too soon. ^q 

My sovereign's sacrod x»ase demands my sword^ 

But truth, more sacred, stifl directs my word. 

My arm, my life, Vak»s taay iroslf use. 

To Venge his wrongs^ bot not his faalts excuse. 

His 
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fis glory (3), like a transient meteor shone> 4^ 

' And all the splendour of his youth was gone. 
This contrast oft the lives of monarchs yield. 
Slaves on the throne, and heroes in the field ! 
Douhtful the glory which the camp bestows, 
Tis strength of mind, superior greatness shows ; 5a 

What virtues Heav'n in Valds* bosom placed, . 
Had more a soldier than a monarch grac*d : 
Brave, but unsteady, by his fev'rites sway'd. 
Their will corrupt, his wav'ring mind obey'd. 
Th* officious, flattering herd was ever near, 5^ 

To drive the voice of mis*ry from his ear. 
His pow^r was theirs, their vile caprice was law. 
Her squandered treasures France indignant saw ; 
Vain were the tears her ruin*d children shed. 
Their labours still his pamper'd minions fed. 60 

While Valois thus, by vice and weakness chain'd, 
Th* impoverished state, with growing taxes drained ; 
Gmse (4), like the orient beam wMch gilds the cloudy 
With dazzling lustre fix'd th' inconstant crowd. 
His valour, his exploits, his father's fame,^ 65 

His grace, his beauty, the resistless claim 
The pow'r of pleasing, which subdues the mind. 
And more than virtue triumphs o'er mankind. 
The world enchanted to his party drew : 

None more than he that dangVous science knew, ^o 

None with more art a specious veil could throw. 
And wrap his close designs in outward show^ 

1 2 Master 
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Master of ev*ry impulse in Ms mind. 

His passion sway'd, but where his will designed f 

Imperious, proud, but knowing how to bend yg 

And court the lowest, for his fav rite end : 

The people's burdens ever first to blame. 

Their wants, their sufferings, were Ins constant theme j 

To seek out timid indigence bis care,. 

Relieve its mis'ry, and its blushes spare : 80 

First in each gen'rous act his name appeared; 

To those he hated most, the great, endear'd. 

Rash in his projects, in his measures wise» 

Foreseeing danger only to despise > 

Great in his vices, in his virtues great, 85 

Useful at once, and dang'rous to the state. 

When for a time, he'd plied these flatt'ring arts. 
To root his int'rest in their fickle hearts ; 
Sure of his strength, he cast aside the veil> 

And dar'd, without disguise, the throne assaik po 

The League, which soon o'er all the kingdom spread^ 
Beneath his fost'ring care, f\rst rear'd its headi 
Fertile in tyrants, and with blood replete, 
Nurs'd by the people, cherish'd by the great. 

Beneath two sovereigns then our country groan'd, gg 

One the vain trappings of a monarch own'd ; 
The other, strong in real pow'r and fame, 
^eem'd to despise a king's degraded name. 

The tempest thick'ning now on ev'ry side^ 
The League's increasing strength, its tow'ring pride, 100 

The 
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The danger near, at length arous'd, Valois 

Woke from his trance, his wretched state he saw i 

But to the light his feeble eyes unus'd. 

Beheld the danger, dazzled and conf us'd | 

Sick of the sight, ag^in their lids he closed, X05 

Again, upon the verge gf ruin doz*d. 

His favorites lull'd him in lis treach'rous rest> 

And hid the perils which around him presto 

I still remained, and I* remained alone. 

To save the monarch tott'ring on his throne : 1x6 

To me that throne was destined to descend ; 

My sword its rights was ready to defend. 

Resolv'd his dangers and his fate to share> 

My arm was raised a needful aid to bear. 

But still to wisdom blind, Valois disdained 115 

The means of safety, which alone remained. 

For Guise, too deeply skiird in arts of state> 

Felt all his greatness in out* mutual hate ; rc.T 

Once more religioil's hackhey'd veil he took^ 

Of faction and intrigue, that common cloak ; 1 20 

With specious virtues on tiie people worked. 

And fann'd the flame which in their bosom lurk'd> 

Shew'd them the God their ancestors ador*d» 

Rsdl'd at the sect their pious zeal abhor'd. 

The dangers of their churdi with ardor trac'd^ 125 

And me, among its foes, the foremost plac'd. 

** Behold," he cried, " how far his error spreads^ 

See how the path of pritain's queen he treads;, 

A . SOQO 
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Soon must our shrines be levelled with the ground. 

Our sacred domes with heresy resound 1" 130 

Thus was the crowd's religious seal abused. 
Thus to the throne, the false alarm diffused ; 
The League, for Heav'n affected most to fear. 
And Rome, still prompt^ its faction's voice to hear 1 
Then thundered forth its insolent decree, 135 

That, Rome forbade the king to treat with me. 

Weak and deceived, the hapless prince obeyed ; 
His brother, for his artful fon^ betra/d. 
To war against his interest blindly led. 

His troops unwilling o'er the land he spread. 140 

Reduc'd to combat, whom I came to save, 
I saw his weakness, pitied and forgave. 
The League meanwhile, its hundred towns alarmed. 
And from their teeming bosoms armies swarm'd. 
The king's caprice, too ready to obey, 245 

Joyeuse (5) impetuous, mark'd me for his prey, 
While Guise, alike in camps and councils vers'd, 
Scatter'd my gath'ring force, my friends dispersed. 
With dangers thus inclos'd on ev'ry side, 

I stood undaunted, and the storm defied; i^<^ 

On Cbutra's plains, I met my haughty fide : 
That day's event, his hapless end, you know ; 
Fame to the world has spread his disnml fsite, 
What's so well known, 'twere needless to relate." " 

" Let not by modesty," the queen replied, 15^ 

^ What's due to fame and valour be denied ; 

No, 
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No» no 1 that great eventful scope impart. 

Each word instructs n^y amd$ alR^cts my ]ieart ^ 

The dangers, labours, ^loiy of the day> 

How Joyeuse fell, and how you tritia^h'd^ say ; |6o 

They best can tell such actions who perform. 

And they deserve to hear, whose breast thpy warm/' 

A rising blush oVspread the Ikero's cbe^ 
To hear his praise. — ^Forc'd with it^gret to speak 
His own exploits, obedient to th? quew, 1 65 

Thus he began to paint the mighty Sfc^ne. 

^' Of all the fav'xites whose in^dious art 
Sooth'd Valois' weakness, and usurp'^l his hearty 
Joyeuse, whose noble blood all France iciKT'di 
The least unworthy of lus xink appearVl. 170 

Heav'n in his breast the seeds of virtue sow'd> 
And had not fate, his early blossom mow*d. 
Doubtless his soul, to nbbk actions trained. 
The height of Guise's glory had attain'd ; 

But nurs-d in luxvnry, by love engrossed, jy^ 

In courts voluptuous his best days were lost* 
Undbounded courage only, he possess'd, 
A dang'rous virtue in a youthful breast. 
With him his courtiers, jninions of his state, 
Rous'd from the lap of pleasure, rush'd on fate } i9p 

A thousand cyphers of tiidir fair one's names, ; 
In mystic knots proclaimed tiieir am'rous flames. 
Diamonds and gold upon their armour hlaz'd. 
And deck'd the swoixU the gaudy waniors xais'd* 

A(dent^ 
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Ardent, tumultuous, and in fields untaught, 185 

Their fierce presumption to the camp they brought ; 
Proud of their riches, of their numbers vain, 
Onward they dart, and yules of war disdain. 

Far other pomp my vet'ran troops displayed. 
Steady, and silent, in their ranks array*d; 190 

Inur'drto blood, to toil and danger steel'd. 
Their stern battalions frown'd upon the field ; 
Not gold, but iron, beam'd on ev'ry side. 
Their arms their ornament, tHeir wounds their pride : 
Clad like themselves in steel, and at their head, 195 

Their dusty squadrons to the charge I lead 5 
My sole distinction to be foremost placed. 
Like them a thousand difTrent deaths I fac'd. 
I saw the bending legions' of our foes. 

Broken, dispers'd, and shrinking from our blows. '206 

My sword reluctant in their blood imbru'd. 
The haughty Spaniard better had pursu'd. 
r This truth demands : of all that courtly band, 
Mow'd in their prime by death's unpitying hand, 
None fell but by an honourable wound, 205 

To glory true, and steady to their ground -, 
Scorning a life by coward flight disg'rac'd, 
t^almly inevitable death they fac'd. 
Such are the spirits which our court compose, 
Their temper bends not in its soft repose. 210 

Luxurious flatt'rers there, but in the field. 
Their ease, their pleasures, to their glory yield. 

Amid 
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Amid the dire confusion of the plain. 
My orders were to spare Joyeuse. In vain: 
Languid, and cold withvdeath's ap^oacMng shade 215 

I saw him in his soldiers' arms convey'd ; 

- • • • • 

Faintly to earth hung down his drooping head. 

His eye was faded and his colour fled. 

Thus the fair flow'r which morning's glist'ning tear, 

And zephyr's fragrant kisses, fondly rear, 220 

A moment blooms, — ^but in its gaudy prime, 

• • 
Yields to the scythe, and fades before its time. 

When the foul deeds of civil ftrife we trace. 
Valour's a crime, and victory disgrace ; 

Perish that monument that dares proclaim 225 

The ^ctof s triumph, with his country's $hame ! 
Perish each monument of civil arms ! (6) . 
Bath'd in my country's tears, what laurel charms ? 
My sword in Gallic blood reluctant stain'd. 
Blushes for ev'ry conquest it has gain'd. ^30 

By this day's loss, Valois, still more involv'd. 
To struggle with impending fate, resolv'd s 
But scorn and insult foUow'd each reverse, 
Paris grew bolder, aod the League more fierce, 
While Guse's glory blazing in his face, 235 

Made victory appear like new disgrace ; 
F6r Guise, triumphant, to Joyeuse's shade 
Of our allies a bloody offiring made; 
At Auneau (7) too> my German friends o'erthrown, 

its saviour ^ew'd, in Guis« alone. 240 

K Valois 
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Valois was witness to his rival's fame. 
When flush'd with conquest^ to the town he came i 
And seem'd exulting in his sovereign's woe. 
To triumph over him-~and not his foe. 
The stings of shame the dullest minds provoke> 
This last af&ont Valois' resentment woke s 
Rous'd from his stupor by a subject's pride. 
The scepter's force, too Ute, the monarch tried. 

^ Too late, alas 1 no more his realm obey'd^ 
Nor led by duty, nor by terror sway'd j 
Too long disus'd sedition to restrain. 
He seem'd a tyrant when he wish'd to reign* 
Meetings and plots are form'd, and false alarms^ 
The town's a camp, the people rise in arms i 

» A thousand ramparts springing from the ground. 
Menace the monarch, and his guard surround. 
Guise (8) like the genius of the tempest reign'd. 
Now rais'd thdur fiiry, now their ng6 restrain'tl ; 
Rul'd raving anarchy with sov'r^gn sway> 
And bade the raging mass his voice obey; 
Th' impetuous torrent burst the palace gate^ 
And Guise stands master of his master's £ite ; 
One look decided Valois' fatal hour. 
But Guise seem'd satisfy'd to shew his pow'n 
Forward himself their fury to j^tiiEMiii 
He let the rival fly, he might have slain t 
Thus did he dare, whatever aid h^ 90u^t, 
Less than usurper, more than subject ought : 
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The man who dares above his king to soar» 

Ventures too muchj unless he venture more. a/b 

This day's attempt oonfirm'd Us tow'ring mind^ 

He felt he'd gone too far to look behind} 

And from the giddy height to which he'd flown. 

Saw but one choice> a scaflbld or a throne* 

Presumptuous hope his glowing bosom fill'dt 275 

Whate'er he wish'd, the rebel nation wili'd ; 

Rais'd by his brothers, seconded by Rome* 

By Spain assisted^ and ador'd at home ; 

Those shameful scenes (9) his heated w^ad fetrac'di 

Which our first race of sluggard kings disgrac'd» it a 

Who from their birth unsuited fcH* the crown^ 

Conceal'd thdr shame beneath a monkish gown ; 

With secret anguish, in thnr cloister moum'd 

Their power by tyrants seiz'd, Aeir throne o'ertum'd. 

Meanwhile Vak>is, in whose fermenting breast 285 

Lurk'd deep revenge, and hatred unex^Mrest, 
At Blois the council of the realm convened, 
Those states where laws were made, but not maintain'd; 
Where many an orator, of words profuse, 
Descnbes, not remedies, the state's abuse. 290 

Such numerous counsellors around the throne. 
Serve not to mend, but make misfortune known« 

Guise in this senate, with usurping pride. 
Next to his king in place, his pow'r defied* 
Sure of his creatures^ boki in thdr support, 295 

He seemed the monarch of some servile court, 

K 2 And 
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And to their tyrant true, the venal band. 

Prepared to raise him to supreme command. 

Then Valois' soul,^inflam*d with fierce disdain. 

Conceived the project to revenge arid reign • 30a 

Th' insulting subject, now no more disguised, 

Smil'd at his anger, and his powV despis'd j : . 

Nor fear'd with vain contempt, a soul so weak 

Could dare a crime, and from its bondage breaks 

Blindly the scornful priijce provoked his fate^ ' / ! J05 

And fell (10) beneath the iujur'd mranarch's hate i ' ' 

Valois stood witness of tli' unkingly deed, 

Gor'd with dishonest wounds, he saw him bleed > 

His spirit threafning with -his latest breathy : 

In stern defiance £bc'd lus'hrbw in drath;: i 51a 

Still darting terror thro* his rxvai's hreas^ ' ' 

The ghastly .eoirpse the haughty sou^ exprest. 

^ ' Thus fell this mighty subject, in ^ose mind,. 

Virtue's pure ray, with ^dazzling vice cptobin'd y 

The king, from whom tiie kingly -pbw-r he tore;. 515 

Meanly r^ented, what he meanTy bore. 

Soon to the town the Jbloddy niinour spr^,. : 
And all was sorrow, and.sevehgeV 9nd dread jl 
Thro* ev*ry age and ,aex, wild clim&ur rung^ 
Around his statues in despair thqr 'dung ;./ ^ ' 320 

Their father's blood iairehgeftil accents. spojcc^ . 
Their injured church thw furious zeal awobei ! , W ' ' 
And Guise's brother (11) ^ their passions. stor'dt 

More by ambition thiin resentment spurr'd^ 

- " He 
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He Spread the dire contagion thro' the land, ' 325 

And urg'd to desp'rate deeds the frantic band. 

^yne» by his brother early trained to arms. 
Cradled in war, and nursU by dread alanns> 
Heir to his vast ambition, and his fame. 

The rebel sceptre was the next to claim ; 3^0 

That lawless sway, long-wish'd for, now possess*d> 
Soon chias'd a brother's image from his breast y 
Less ardent, while repugnant he obey'd. 
To serve him living, than revenge lum dead. 

In Mayne, I own, heroic courage shines^ 335 

A thousand jarring parties he combines ; 
With sense superior, rules the motley crew, 
Falseto their kipg, but to their tyrant true ; 
Knows each one's talent, turns it to his ends. 
And e'en misfortune to his purpose bends ; 3*40 

Bright with transcendent lustre. Guise appear'd 
A hero more, but not more justly fear*d. 

Such is the chief they've chosen for thdr guide ; 
But in his prudence, if the League confide, 
Tis young D'Aumale ( 12), the martial soul inspires^ 345 

Breathes spirit thro' their ranks, their bosom fires. 
D'Aumale the party's boast, in early youth 
Is ham'd invincible, and nam'd with truth. 
Mayne's steady wisdom shapes his rapid course. 
One their directing mind, and one their force. 350 

Meanwhile the prince, who rules by foul deceit. 
With bigot zeal, insidious guile replete } 

Beneath 
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Beneath whose sceptre wretched Flanders beods^ 

Philip ( 13), whose hatred to us both extends ; 

Allied with Mayne, deserts our sov'ragn cause» 355 

The rebel aids, against his king and laws« 

Her peaceful charge, perverted Rome betrays. 

Whirls discord's brand aloft, and spreads die blaze. 

He that a father's name so falsely bears. 

The poison'd weapon for his son prepares } 360 

Misfortune swell'd from ev'ry baleful source. 

On wretched Paris poiu''d its gather'd force. 

By foes surrounded, by his subjects spum'd. 

To me at length, Valois ddenceless, tum'<l ; 

He judg'd my heart, nor is his hope decdv*d, 365 

Long for my country's ^ate, this heart has griev'd % 

All my own wrongs and dangers now forgot, 

A brother's safety is my only thought ; 

Honour and duty all my soul inflame. 

For kings on kings possess a sacred daim ! 370 

No hard condition (14) with his wants I made. 

Safety in courage only, I displayed ; 

And there, I cried, within that rebel wall, 

Valois must triumph or must greatly fall. 

Starting from pleasure and ignoble ease, 375 

His slothful weakness with disgust he sees : 
No merit from the glorious change I claim. 
His soul, misfortune nds'd and gen'rous shame j 
His easy mind required those powerful stii]^. 
The best and surest counsellors of kings/' 380 

The 
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The hero paused, and ending his discourse, 
Sued once agsdn for aid, from Britain's force : 
Fir*d with his words, a thousand youths prepare 
To brave the ocean, and his dango^s share $ 
Essex, their chief, whose prompt impetuous hand, 385 

Not all Iberians prudence could withstand ; 
Presumptuous youth, unconscious to what end 
The smiles of fortune and of sovereigns tend« 

Henry precedes, impatient of delay. 
The thought of glory wings his rapid way ; 390 

Victory soaring o'er the rebel walls. 
Bade to the field her fev'rite hero calls. 

'^ Go,'' says the queen, *' pursue your glorious fate, 
Soon shall my warriors round your standard wait $ 
My friendship trusts them to your gen'rous care, ^95 

Not Valois' fortunes, but Bourbon's, they share. 
Instruct them in the labours of the field. 
Such lessons more than pay, what aid they yield : 
Train'd by your mighty deeds the martial band. 
Will learn from you to serve their native land. ij^oo 

Go ; may the League expire beneath your sword, 
Tho' Spain and Rome their treach'rous aid afford ; 
Let Spain your vengeance feel j your lofty soul 
Disdains the thunders Rome effects to roll : 
Go, gen'rous chief, and freedom's cause maintain^ 405 

Let Sixtus rave, and Philip plot in vain I 

In artful Charles a hero's virtues shone. 
The son his crafty soul receiv'd alone ^ 

By 
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By partial feuds, to universal sway, 

Th' intriguing tyrant -meditates his way. 4*^ 

The lowly offspring of Ancona's pldns (15)1 
With less of powV, but more ambition, rdgns : 
The shepherd's boy, o*er monarchs would presume. 
And reign at Paris as he; reigns at Rome. 

His past'ral staff, with Philip's sceptre vies, 415 

His triple crown the diadem defies $ 
With cautious violence, and fraud innate. 
Prompt to oppress the weak, insult the great; 
Still do his treach'rous arts the world persuade. 
My distant court his dark intrigues pervade : 420. 

These are the pow'rs your valour must subdue. 
Once enemies to me, as now to you. 

By British arms[ and angry billows check'd^ 
Spain mourns her hope, her proud Armada wreck'd ; 
Old Ocean at her mighty ruin smil'd, 425. 

Who dar'd dispute his empire, with his chiki 1 
Sextus, constrain'd my sceptre to revere, 
No longer threats what we no longer fear. 
In their defiance be your plan pursu'd, 

Rome will be silent when the League's subdu'd i '430 

Her love, her hatred, on yourself depends, 
She spurns the conquered, to the conqu'ror bends $ 
Damns or absolves* as pow'r and fortune guide } 
'Tis yours to raise, or bid the storm subside." - 
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(t) JL HE king htAsdf.] Charles was cruel father ftom weakness than feroeitjr 
[» fiiznt sool was moulded into vice by Cadierine and her &vottrite tiie Florentine^ 
Gondy Mar^schal de Retz. After the massacre he afted his courtiers with an air of 
exultation, if he had not played his part well. ^ Am I not worthy of the school of 
wy great grandfitttier Lewis XI ?" He assisted at die execution of Briquemaret iuid 
Cannes, and had tordiet placed round the scaffold taobs«rve tfaeir countenances aa 
diey died, fiut shame and remorse soon preykig on his spirits, his strengtfi decayed, 
and lingering two years after the massacre, he ilied on the 30th of May I574» in 
the 23d year of his age and the 13th of his reign, badied in his blood, "vdiich oosed 
out dirbugh all his jpores. Catherine was not on good terms widi her son for sotne 
dmcbefore his dealfa ; he reproached her once with a vehement oaA, of being the 
tanse of all his trouble. When he was expiring he was going to say more, butliis 
mother in the most earnest manner stopped him, ^ Ne U dites pas^ ,M»nfiiur^* ^ Dd 
2iot say it, Sir*'* ** I oug^t to say it,'* he replied, ^ for it is true i*' but he was sllenty 
and died socm after* 



(a) Yalois impatioit j See Note (3), Canto L 



(3} His glory like a transient meteor.] Mariana says, that there was not more 

difference between Hector victorious over Patroclus, and Hector dragged at the wheels 

hS the chariot of AdiiUes, than between the Duke of Anjou in the field of Mon* 

romour, and Heniy HI. surrounded by his minions and ftrced from Paris by the Duke 

dr Guise. 

L (4} GuUe^ 
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(4) Guise.] Henry die Guis^ SMnuuned the Btkfr£ (or the Scar*d),^bom in 155O9 
ofFrancis thegrcatDukeof Gidieand Anneof Eit He put into execution the ply 
of the League, laid at the time of the Council of Trent by the Cardinal of Lorraine his 
lindei and begun by his father. This Duke of Guise had acquired a brilliant repu* 
tation, possessed more great than good qiialitieS| and seemed bom to chai^ the fate of 
his country. 

(5} Joyeuse.] Anne, Duke of Joyeuse, married to the king's sister-in-law, a 
princess of Lorraine. This marriage was celebrated by Henry with the most osten* 
tatious profusion. He was treated in his embassy to Rome as the king's brother. 
His sentiments were not below his fcrttines : having one day kept the secretaries of 
state waiting in the king's antichamber, he made them the most polite excuses, and 
gave up to them ten thousand pounds which the king had just given him. He com* 
manded at die battle of Coutras against Henry IV. King of NsKvan^ ftOth October 
1587. His aimy was compared to that of Darius, and Henry's to Alexander's. He 
vsas killed in that battle by two captains of in&ntry named Bordeaux and Dcscenticii^ 



' (6) Perisb eadi moMment of civil arms.] The Gj«cian republics aUowed no 
tnimpb to their generals fiir victories obtained over a Grectao peoples Th« 
KoMBim^ MiU more mag^sanimoosi in the gpod times of tlie republic^ never maised a 
moniittent of their victory, ^en over harharotts nations. Floius mentions the fint 
insMiqe as a novelty cf degenerate pride; 

^ Qjium hie itKii iausitatus fiierit oostris ; nunquamenimpopulus Romanus iKStibos 
dmitis victoriam aiam exprobaytt*" Florus^ Cap. IL Lib. UL 

^ It never had been the oistom (rf" the Roman people to lepmaeh the conqliered 
with their victory." 

. ..What a |Hty ikat„ 'midst a magnaniaiqus people bodi in England and Irebuid^ dns 
' spirit has not survived I 

(7} Auneau.] At the same tiipe that the king's aony was bfsten at CqutraS) 
the Duke of Guise obtained a signal advantage over the German auxiliaries of Henry 
at -the village of Auneau. 



. (8) Guise in tbeburricane ipmoy'd.] . Guift9» trho had cMtnicd to Pasis» imited 
^•tbeJU^ague^ ]^iaC4n4ire^ <tVOsitioii to the wdersof fifoiiryfIL aAor SMrcMiodiflg 
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the king and his guards in the palace, was satisfied* with disarming them and sending 
them out of Paris. 

(9) Those shameful scenes.] The Cardinal de Guise said more than onooi char 
he could not rest satisfied tin he had held the king's head between his knees, to cx« 
change his cit>wn for a monkish tonsure. Madame de Montpensier, sister to th# 
Guises, insisted diat he should use her scissars Ibr this holy purpose. 

(10) And feU beneath the monarch's hate.] He was murdered in i!he* king's anti^ 
chamber and in his presence, in the castle of Blois, Friday, 23d December 1558, at 
eight o'clock in the morning. He had passed the night with a lady of die couftf 
(tradition says, Madame de Noirmontier), and on entering the room was near 
fainting from weakness. All those who have given an account of his deadi say, that 
as soon as he came into the council-room he suspected what was going to happm by 
the bustle which he perceived. His confidant, D'Espignac, Ardibidiop of Lyons, 
told him in the hearing of L'Archant, captain of the guard, pointing to a new dress 
which the duke had on, ^ This coat is rather light for the season, you should have p«l 
im something thkker.*^ These words confirmed the duke's suspieiont. He went 
forward nevertheless through a narrow gallery leading to a closet, the door ct ^hkk 
tiie king had walled up. The duke, not knowing it, raised die hangings in order to 
pass throtighi at that Instant Idontsivry gave him die Brst blow; La Bastide^ St. 
Malin, St. Gaudin, St. Capantd, Haifrenas, Herbelade, and nanf odiera of tim £"firdi 
cded the fbrty'-five, with Lognac dieir captain at their head, fttt upon him U 0001^ 
Guise had often been wovned of^ die king's intentkm, but idways a&swnedf ^ Tht 
king's mind is too weak for such an act ; he will never dare do it." The brother of 
the Duke, the Cardinal de Guise, shared die tame fitte the day after. He'Waa still 
more Tsdent and ambidous. Henry III. teased the resentment of Fope ScKtiia V. not 
£>r die cMirder of die duke, who was but a layaiaB and not partiodaily under dte ppo* 
^tittioa of hit holiness, bat for the imprisonment nf die cardinaif die Arokbiahop of 
Lyons, and the old Cardinal de Bourbon, whom he had ordered to be secured, md 
whom the Pope looked upon as his subjects more don Henry's. Cardinal Morisini, 
die 1^^, not having eiqiresaod die IndignatioQ of his nsaater as videndy as Sentus 
iek iu the kiAg^ die day afiber the miurder of the duke, venttved upon Aat of the cayr^ 
Jmal. He ivKqMeed die eKecudon of it tP<fort7-Ave diAitiit pesions, whp idl nrfusMl 
to obey his orders : at lengdi Du Gast, a captain in die guards^ ordered fbe leMiers of 

L2 his 
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his company to put him to death. This officer, at day-break on the eve of Christmas^ 
day I j(88, entered the apartment where the Cardinal de Guise and die Ard&bisbop d[ 
Lyons were confined and in expectation of their fate, for which they had prepared 
thdnsdves by confessing and receiving absolution from each other. Du Gast ordered 
the archbishop to follow him and appear before the king. The cardinal, persuaded 
^iey were leading him to execution, said to him, ** My lord ardibishop, reODramend 
your soul to God." The archbishop answered, ^^ My lord, do you the same." Da 
Gast dien told the cardinal he was to die instantly. The unhappy prince begged a 
few moments to prepare for 4^th, knelt, and, after a diort prayer, covering, Kke 
Caesar, his fiice with the bng skirt of his gown, cried out with a very resolute voice, 
^ Sir, execute when you please your master's orders." Upon which four soldiery 
killed him with their lances. This action of the kii^s produced the same effect in 
the League as die massacre had done in the Protestant party. The death of the leader^ 
gave a new -spirit to the faction. 

(li) Guise's brother.] The Duke of Mayne, a man cf an ambitious and intrepid 
imnd^ possessing more talents than activity, found himself unexpectedly at the head of 
a powerful faction, b^inning to feel its own consequence, and animated by rever^ 
and fanaticism. 

• (la) Young D!Aumale.] The Chevalier D'Aumale, brother to the Duke D'Au- 
male, of the house of Lorraine ; a young man of an impetuous spirit, possessed of 
many brilliant qualities, who was constantly at the head of the sallies during the.siege 
of Paris^ and who breathed spirit and v^ur into die. League. 

(13) Philip.} Philip II. King of Spain, son to the erapeifor Charles V. He waa 
called the Evil Spirit of the South, because from this Southern kingdom of Spain he 
disturbed all 'Europe^^Demensttm nuridsanunu He sent powerful sucboun t6 the 
League, in hopes, it is saud, to obtain the crown of France for his cbo^tlsr the Ii^ 
£mta Clara Eugenia, for iihom his attachment is well knowxk 

» 

' (14) No hard condition.] . HeAry IV. then King of Navarre, had the generosity 
to go to Tours to meet Henry HI. attended only :by one ps^ noCwidistandtng the 
Years and remonstrances of his old oficers, who never lost the remembrance of St« Bar« 
cholomew*s day. 

(15) The 
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(15) The lowly offspring of Ancona's plains, j Sextus V. born in a village called 
7%f Gr9ts^ in the Nfarche d' Anc6ne> of a poor labourer of the name of Peretti, a man 
whose violence was equal to his dissimulation. While he veas in die convent of the 
Corddiers he beat most desperately the nephew of his superior, and quarrelled with 
the whole order* He was' taken into their society out of charity by one of their 
priests, to whom he had shown his way across the country where he was keeping pigs, 
and who was struck with the acuteness of his understanding at so early an agd It 
was he, when he was cardinal, who composed the iamous bull of exconununication 
issued by Pius V. against Queen Eliauibeth, for whose abilities he^ notwithstanding, 
always enteruined the highest respect, and constantly spoke of her as s<ii gran arveU^ 
di princifissa. 



CANTO 



ARGUMENT. 



P'AvMALE is on the point of making himself master of Valois* camp, when 
Bouibon, returning from Engknd, engages the troops of the League, and regains 
die day.— Discord snatdies D'Aumale from the sword of his foes, and flies for 
succour to ft^ome. Description of Rome and character of Sextus V. Discord 
meets Policy in Rome. Returns with her to Paris and (irrupts the Sorbonne. 
Animates the Sixteeaagaansfttbe paiiiament and arms the monkSi The magistrates 
who retain their jdiegiance to their king ^eriih on die scaffold.. Dreadfol troubles 
and confusion in Paris. 
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CANTO IV. 



W HILE they, their Idngly suhjort thus pursu'd, 
Kfvolving ev'iy scheme of public good, 
With ev'ry art by deepest wisdom plami'd, 
Manldnd to combat, conquer and C(xninand ; 
Seine moum'd — her silver current stain*d with blood» 
The rebel ensign waving o'er her flood. 

Anxious, uncertain, far fi-om Henry's aid. 
The various turns of war, the king dismay'd ; 
Ifis wav'ring mind requir'd a steady guide, 
His only hope on Bourbon's arm rely*d. 

The League, whose sj^rit in his absence grew. 
Without the walls their force embolden'd drew ; 
D'Aumale, presumptuous youth, Nemours, Brissac, 
Daring St. Pol, La Chatie, CaniUac, 
With valour blasted by tlie cause they (hose. 
In rapid stiides on trembling Valois close: 
M 



»5 

He 
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He, by euh new event inconstant sway'd^ 
Regretted now that Henry had obey'd. 

'Midst those who first the rebel standard rear'd,. 
Foremost a brother of Joyeuse ( i ) appeared : ao 

He that by starts, from courts to doisters tum'd^ 
Now blaz'd in armour, now in sackcloth moum'd r 
This day his God blasfdiem'd^ the next iooiploc^d^ 
And now the cross embracM^ and now the sword» 
Apostate now> with rage remorseless flames^ 25 

The altar's sacred ministry disclaims^ 
Inspires the League, and steeps in cml blood 
Th' anointed hand, devoted to his God L 

But of the chiefs in that detested cai2se> 
Whose valour, spite of virtoe^ foccTd apfdaufe^ jo 

'Twas you, D*Aimiale, vain*^glQriou& youths 'twas you 
Whose guilty greatness Earape's wonder dao^. 
Lorraine's proud ^ood, vASxh in your booom sweU'd^ 
Still against kings, and law&, and pbace, rdsell'dt 
Restless, unceasing, ewer in the £d[d» . ' 35 

Boldly by day, in silent ta^A concealVi^. . ^ 

« 

The foremost of the dicing yotitk fae Ifid^ 

And death and devastationubbundiiim ^preitdi 

Thus fnxn the top of Oancaenis^ dr wheiie 

From Athos browi liie ViBW is idst ia ttr» - 40 

The tyrant of }iK ftatherii^to^ di9oend«» 

Or his prone flight the famisl^ Tukure beiid$». 

With headlong fury ^^dicdin^ '^u'o' the ^es^ 

Drops on his prey with; Aidtt (tkilleitig'Cfie8>. 



J. 
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The straggling capfive» in lus pounces bears^ 45; 

And 'midst his native chh^ his victim tears. 
: ^uoy'd with rash hopet, and giddy ^th his fame^ 
To Valois' tent the youth audadons came ; 
Night lent the bold attempt heir saUe screen, 
Fldl on the camp the torrent burst unseen > . .50 

Suiprise and darkness sweli'd the dread alarm^ 
Geath unresisted darted firom his arm 1 
Fear and confusion ran from tent to tent. 
And sure destruction f oUowM as they «rttit. 
As morning qiiench'd the faded tamps of Rights 55*^ 

Henry approach'd, and thro* the dawning fight» 
Momay preceding, saw the town appear^ ' 

When sounds of desolation struck his iear« 
Valois' defeat the rising sun revealVl, : • 
E'en Bourbon's troops were scattered o'er die fidd : 6& 

^^ Heavensl is it thus my friends their chief recavi^ 
I& this," he cries, " the welcome which you give I 
See Bourbon comes-r^t comes to see yois fly 1^ 
Jove was, at Rome, the heart^nsjurifig cry j 
The Stator's name their faking seats rescor'd^ 4^ 

When on their broken rear the Sabines pour'd } / 
^t Bourbon's name docides the firteof France, 
Rouz'd by the sound, they rally and advance ; 
Scarce had they tum'd« when ift iSnar had hie stmidsw 
Bac!k to the charge I^JbttialiiVaatomshU 7a 

Swift as the flash which te>' tkot tempast fl]ca» ^ w 

Pcfith in his hand^ and fury in his -eyes. 

M 2 The 
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The flying rebels vanish from his sights 

Like stars extinguished by approaching light. 

In vain D'Aumale th' unequal fight renews> 75 

In vain they rally, Bourbon's sword pursues : 

In vain their leader's well-known voice they hear. 

Like thunder bursting on their scattered rear. 

The cry of Bourbon chills their souls with fear. 

D' Aumale himself is forc'd at length to yield. 

Borne in their flight reluctant firom the field ; 

As some vast fragment from the mountain's brow^. ; 

Rolls down with mould'ing earth and yielding snow» 

Now scornful fury in lus bosom bums> 
Again upon th' advancing foe he turns 1 85 

Disddning life> the purchase of disgrace* 
Resolv'd, alone, his destiny to ^ice, 
Alid 'midst their ^ckest ranks with ^ory fall $ 
But Discord saw, and trembled for D' Aumale • 
Swift to his aid the haggard fury sped, .90 

'Twixt him and Fate, her iron buckler spread j 
That yast impenetrable ^eld, that darts 
Fury and fear alike,, thro' iiisnan: hearts^ 
Daughter of Hell, inexorable p^t ! . 

Snatching one man from death, to scourge the rest $ 95 

That bloody hand, to cv*ry crime inur'd. 
Which ne'er before a mortal's^ anguish cur'd, 
Cbs'd his deep wounds, fecall'd his ^tting lifis. 
And fondly nurs'd the hdpe of future strife.. ^ 

But 
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But while your care the ebbing stream restor'dt lOO 

Your poison'd spirit thro' his veins you pour'd. 

Thus treacK'rous tyrants, in their lust of powV^ 
Protract the* guilty wretch's fetal hour. 
Long as his^ crimes can serve their dark design^ 
Then to his fate the useless wretch resign. 105^ 

As wise to use success, as bold to gsdn. 
Now Henry spreads his squadrons round the plain> 
And dire assault protending to his foes. 
Foreboding lines around thdr ramparts dose* 
Valois* reviving soul the chief inspir'd^ i la 

The troops once more thdr king's example fir'd» 
Rous*d to the pleasures, toil and danger yield. 
He shares the risks and labours of the field. 
Fortune at length their union seem'd to crown ^^ 
Pale terror hov'ring o'er the guilty town, 115 

To all the rebel r^nks proclaimed their fate. 
And shew'd the mpnarchs thundering at their gate* 
Mayne's mighty soul itself, sees no resource, 
A weak, disheartened crowd is all his force ; 
Widows and orphan^ cries his ear assail, 120 

Parents thdr slaughtered sons tumultuous wail. 
And ask the blood his curseJI'ambition shed : 
All is disunion, disccmtent and dread I 
Weak and irresolute his counciies voice. 

To fly or to submit, thdr coward choice : 225 

None to resist, in rabble souls so near 
Presumptuous rashness and degrading fear* 

Thdr 



9f: TB£ H£NRIADE«: 

Thdr mean resolves the chief indignant heard. 

His soul a thousand difF'rtnt projects shar'd» 13a 

When hissing sndkes her dread iq^roach proclatm'd). 

And Discord thus in horrid sounds exclumVl : 

^^ O ! worthy offspring of the name you bear, 

Thit name> which France with terror still shall hear. 

Whose youth I nurs*d> who ^ew beneath my laws, 135 

Whom vengeance joins in this our comiQon cause. 

Hear what your mother and your friend advise: 

The senseless crowd's* tincertain will, despise, 

Ba<fh chance of war their dastard hearts may chill. 

But mine's their sool, I mould it as I will* 14a 

Soon shall you see them fierce with Discord's sting. 

Back to our ranks, with wonted fiiry spiing. 

With madness combat, and with transport £aU, 

A^ thro' their boiling veins I pour my gall.'' 

She said, and flash'd like lightning thro* the skies, 145 

But still on France, delighted, tum'd her eyc8« 

Carnage and Famine hail'd her as she pass'd^ 

Her murky pinions spread a parching blast, 

Ttifc noxious vapour which her breath distill'd, i^^ 

Blighted the smiling proimse of the field. 

The tender blossom bow*d its droq[»ng head. 

The wither'd ear hung o'er the furrow**'4ead : 

Mephetic clouds obscur'd the face of day. 

The sick'ning stars withdrew their pallid ray, . 155 

And peals of boding thunder mark'd her way! 

fiocxM 
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Bome on a wUirlwiiad o'er the plains she scours 
Where prmcely Po his rapid torrent pours. 
On Rome at last her haggaid eyes inclined. 
Her temple once, the terror of mankind, i6d 

Rome, proudly destined from her earliest birth> 
By force or fraud, |he mistress of idie earth : 
Her eagles first the bloody sway maintained. 
The world she conquered, and its xnonarchs diain'd » 
A milder system now her pow'r extends, 265 

Beneath her laws, the wUiing monarch bends. 
She rules the mind, the yielding bosom charms. 
Her councils are commands, decrees her anns» 

That Capitol, to peace so long unknown, 
A peaceful pontiff views on Caesar's liirone, 170 

That throne an altar, and together givin. 
The sceptre of the earth, ^e keys of heay'n. 

Where vengeful Mara ( 2) his pon^us ruin fhoifr8> 
Where thousand heroes mix'd with earth. rq>ose, 
Unwarlike priests the tranqtti spot possess, \jj^ 

Heedless, stent Cato*s dugt, or Scipb^'s, press. 

Here God lumself Us in^t church oidain'd. 
With rage rejected, or 11^ zeal maintain\l ^ 
Her first apostles here> each ^ortoe brought. 
And heav'nly truth widi simi^ candour taii^t \ \ 8b 

Who follow'd next> pursu'd their modest ^an, 
Hespected most, when least they sov^t from man j 
Thdr doctrine humble poverty protess'd. 
No pompous diadem thdr 'temples press'd, 
' A martyr's 
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A martyr's wreath, their whole ambition irown'd; 185 

A Christian's virtues all the wealth they own'd. 

But time, that renders all that's human worse. 

Gave pow'r to priests, and to the world a curse : 

Rome from that hour vnxh ev'ry vice profan'd. 

With impious councils, guilty state maintain'd, ipd 

And murder, poison, treachery, support 

The novel grandeur of her monstrous court : 

Rank incest and adult'ry bare their face^ 

'Midst Christ's successors, in his holy place $ 

Rome, in despsdr beneath their odious rod, 19 j 

Regrets her idols, and disclaims their God. 

In happier days a milder plan prevail'd, 
Lgss frequent were her crimes, or better veil'd, 
'Twixt church and people certain bounds appear*d» 
Kings now respected Rome, no longer fear'd ; 200 

Beneath that crown in threefold honours bound. 
E'en modest virtue's self again was found ; 
Then policy became Rome's greatest art. 
To know and profit of the human heart. 

Sextus (3) then rul'd the church and Roman state. 205 

If to be false, austere, and fear'd, be greatt 
Sextus may claim that title for his own. 
Tq many an artful year he oW'd his throne s 
His vices, virtues, talents, all conceal'd. 

His soul in false humanity he veil'd, 210 

And seem'd to fly the rank he bum'd to gain* 
To lum deep Policy transfers her reign. 

Mean 
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Mean Av'rice, fierce Ambition, gave her birtlu 

With Fraud) and Flattery, she curs'd the earth. 

False fiend ! in smiles and careless semblance drest, ai^ 

Tho' Care's sharp fangs are ranlding in her breaist : 

91pep never clos'd her haggard, iidless cjres^ 

Her fever'd brain enj^end'ring new disguise. 

With some new trick the dazzled world deceives : 

So well to Fraud, Truth^s lovely form she gives» %z^ 

That God's own seal to foul Deceit she lends. 

Perverting Heav'n itself to gain her ends. 

When Discord, yrell known fiirj, met her view. 
With looks mysterious to her arms she flew ; 
A flatt'ring smile her pliant features took> 825 

That ready smile, that gilds the courtier's look ( 
But real sorrow so(m her face overcast, 
'^ Alas 1" she cried, ^^ those happy days are past, 
When timid Europe, curbM beneath my rod^ 
Obey'd my mandates as the voice of God : £30 

I spoke, and kings, descending from thdr seat, 
Mix'd with the crowd, and bow'd beneath my feet s 
Then from the Vatican my thunders hurFd, 
Spread war and ruin o'er a jn'ostrate world } 
While I, sole arbitress of life and death, 135 

Made and unmade its sovereigns with a breath ! 
Tli&se days are past 1 The Gallic senate (4) wrench 
My thunders from my hands, my lightnings quench ; 
Inflam'd with zeal for God, contempt for me. 
They bid enlightened man his errors seei . «40 

^ • N First 
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First from my face, jny fair disguise they tor&r * 

And gave to truth, her semblance which I wore ! 

What powY forbids us, in bur common cause» 

To gain these wary guardians of the laws ? 

Once more let vengeance all our force unite, 24^ 

Let Discord's breath my smouldering torches light i 

From ruined France our power agiain miiy spread^ 

And earth once more, Intrigue and Discord dread i '' 

Far from the pride of itome, the potnp of Courts^ 
And sacred domes, where .Vanity resorts^ 2S<t 

Whose splendid ^u: this universe deceives & - 
In deserts hid, Reli^9n humbly lives;; . 

There, while her name, by impious man abu&'d^ 
The tool of state, |:he tyrant's cloak, is us'd. 
The people's dread, the great one's secret scorn j. J155 

She, peaceful maids for patient suflf 'ring bom^ • . . > 

With pardon in her eyes, her God implores^ 
And on her foes a silent blessing pours> 
Artless^ undeck'd, in native beauty hn^^ 
Her modest charms ne'er bless'd their worldly sight 5. ' z6<^ 

Who selfish views with sacred form^ combine, 
And worship Fortune, on Religion's shrine.. 

Her soul, for Henry, pip:iest love inflam'd,. 
The gen'rous hero for her son she clalm'd,, 
And saw, with ardent hope in future days^ z6g 

His pious hand, her ruin'd temples raise* 
Discord and crafty Pc4icy surprise 
Their heav'nly foe, while f he, with streaming eyej^ 

Look'd 
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Look'd up to God: but God» tx> try her hearts 

llieft her the victim of thdu: hellish art ; 270 

StiU from sudi foes to suffer is her doom, 

Her modest vdl th' infemal pair assume $ 

Wrap thdr foul forms in her respected dress* 

And brooding dark designs^ to Paris press* 

Intrigue, with smiles and soft enga^ng grace, 275 

Jp. Sorbonne's ancient hall usurps her place ; 

There met those sages, by the world rever*d> 

Who sacred truth, unmix'd, to man declared : 

At once their country and their church main£ain'd» 

By weakness, or by error, yet uostain'di 280 

But rarely man in virtue perseveres i 

So soft, the monster's voice, invades their ears ; 

In difPrent tones, to difPrent minds addrest> 

Her fair suggestioiis shook their yielding breast^ 

Th' ambidous soul, the pointed crown betray'd^ 2^5 

And sordid Av'rice vrss in secret paid« 

Fear o*er the weak,* her dire infection threw* 

Unmiss'd by Truth, the timid herd withdrew s . 

Lur'd by the soothing, accents of applause - 

Some nobler spirits fell, from virtue's cause I 2901 

Tumult the council call'd, aiid Tumult led ; ... 

Truth hear'd the uproar, droptsa tear and fled I . 

Then thro' the hall, this dreadful judgment rings, 

^^ The church creates, absolves, chastises kings ; 

Her power the church confides to us alone j, . 295 

Loos'd be the oaths (5) which bound us^ to the throne, 

Valois, no more thy sovereign sway we own." 

N 2 Scarce 
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Scarce were the wor4j ^pronadnc'dy wbien^ tracfd in Mood^ 

By^ Discord's hand, the horrid sehtehce stood* 

From church to church, imth rapid flight ^c scoar'd> 30a 

Thro' ev'ry factious ear tho3c accents pour'd ; 

In shape of monks apd £tiars> her poiscMi'd tongue 

From pulpits echo'd> and thro' cloysters rung.. 

Round her their pale:inhabitants she drew» 

Of willing sufferers a ghastly crew. 305 

^^ My sons, Religion'^ sacred features ownj'' 

Exclaim'd the fiend ; f^ avenge th' Ahnightys liu:aae I 

Religion's voiceeyba hear, and God*s command. 

The sword of vengeance sparkles in my hand % 

Seize it, my sons, let solitude conceal 3 10 

No more the transports of your glowing zeal ^ 

No more by words but .by example preach» 

To wavering France that healing piecept teach ; 

To kill her sovereign is to serv« her God I 

Display the path which Israel's leaders tixxL 315 

What fix'd the priestly power m Leri's race ? 

What gave the favoured tribe that enTied pbcc } 

'Twas Israel's rebel blood their fervor piov'd>. 

A^ God confirm'd th^ wofslup which he lov'd 

Such zeal was ours, (but now from France 'tis fled), jfso 

When brothers, by the hands of biothers Ued ; 

When Coligny his; enxirs. paid vith bloody 

And copious vengeance from eat altars flow'd. 
Death mark'd my reiga*^ lecaL tfaote g^kmoosdaj^ 
lospire my ^obb, their languid spnk raiae t*' ^2$ 

She 



She spoke, and waY*d her banner high ill air^ 
The cross, the sacred symbol we revere } 
To Paris straight their solemn march she led. 
From rank to rank her iesf ring venom spread : 
Hell in their hearts, reKgion on their tongue, 3 jo 

In sacred hymns their frantic fury rung > 
Curses and prayer^ in impious worship joined. 
With foul revolt God's peaceful name combined. 

Th' anointed hand (6) the pile and musket raised. 
O'er humble sackclodi bumish'd armour bkz'd, 335 

While shameless priests, the shameful legion fcMin'd, 
AU Paris round their ranks enchanted swarm'd ; 
Before their van the God of peace was borne. 
And heav'n with shouts of Uasted trkuxqxh tom I 

Mayne too, beheld ^tx fimnstrous, wild atfien^t^ 34A 

With open praises and concealed contempt ; 
Deep in that art, by prkices: long revered. 
To nurse the errors of the vulgar herd 3 
He knew how closely in the common nund^ 
Fanatic fiiry and religion's joined i 34I 

Praising the madness which his pow'r maiiitain'd> 
Tho' soldiers scoff' d, and att the wise disdain'd j 
He smil'd to see their boiling frenzy rise. 
And joy, and rage, and hope, insult the skies t 
Still their weak souls^ untemper'd passion leads;, 350 

To fear's dead calm tempestuous rzg^ succeeds j 
A». o'er the seas the spirit: of the dap 
Calls up the storm, or bids the billow skep. 

Twice 
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Twice eight (7) the fiend ^elected for her own, 
By guilt superior, 'midst the guilty shown,. 355 

Drawn in her reeking chariot by her side> 
Their queen's new favour swelled their vulgar pride ; 
Fraud, Insolence, and Death, their march precede. 
Their rear, wan Pestilence and Famine 1^ 5 
Greatness, by hating all that's great, they sought,. • 3601 

And scofF'd at kings, to mend their sordid lot. 
To highest honours by the rabble borne, 
j^Iayne saw the wretches rise, with secret scorn ; 
Discord and Fj^on no distinctions hear, 

Th' accomplice of the great, becomes his pccr^ 365 

As when the winds with boist'rous fiiry reign 
O'er Rhone's majestic flood, or gentle Seine, 
Rais'd by the stprm, the mud and slime below, 
'Midst foam and froth, upon the surface flow i 
Or thro' some town, when fires resistless rage, 37Q 

Turns into dust the labours of an age, 
Down with the boiling stream, promiscuous roll'd. 
The basest metals blend with purest goldi. 

Themis alone,, in those infected times. 
Escaped the foul contapon of their crimes ; ^ 37^ 

Nor hope nor fear, nor thirst of dear command, 
Derang'd the balance, in her steady hand ; 
While to her temple, 'midst corruption, pure. 
Affrighted Equity retir'd secure. 

Lov'd by the guiltless,* by the guilty fcar'd, 380 

A senate there by all mankind rever'd. 

The 
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The sovereign law supported and explain'd ; 

Twixt kings and subjects equal rights maintain'c^ 

And sure of justice in a monarch's breast^ 

Oft to the throne the plaints of France addrest. 38^ 

Ambitious only of the public good. 

Tyrants and rebels they alike withstood ^ 

Honoured the crown, but to their duty true 

The line 'twixt slav'ry and submission drew. 

Respected Rome, but prompt in freedom's cause> 390 

To check her pow'r, and vindicate the laws* 

Her temple forc'd, indignant Themis saw 
The ruffian bands pollute the fhrine of law* 
Meanly for hire, a gladiator bred. 

By vice exalted,. Bussy at their head (8)> 395 

Shameless upon their awful presence broke. 
And thus, in threatening sounds, insulting spoke ; 

" Ye vile, plebdan, mercenary tribe, 
Whose low-bom pride to monarchs dares prescribe ; 
Whose trade it is, l^iw's endless maze to wind> » 400 

And prey upon the troubles of mankind : 
Whose purchas'd titles are but shatne*s record> 
Of faction and cabal, the mean reward i 
Cowards in danger, tyrants where you dare. 
Hear what the people, what your lords declare : 40^ 

Their rights were known, ere man a sov'reign knew> 
Or earth was curs'd with such a race as you. 
That people youVe abus'd, no longer tame. 
Their rights, their long*lost> sacred rights proclaim I 

Crushed 
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Crush'd be the sceptre that our tyrants bore, 410 

The pow*r, wliich we disown, is pow'r no more. 
Drop that vain title, hateful to our ear. 
That name of sovereign, all men hate and fear ; 
Judge in the people's name, and let your court 
The nation's pow'r, and not the king's, support. 415 

Behold Sorbonne, its wiser footsteps tread. 
Obey the people, or their vengeance dread/' 
Expressive silence thro' the senate reign'd : 
Such were the sages captur'd Rome contained. 
When from the barb'rous Gaul, in silent state, 420 

Amidst her blazing walls, her fathers met thdr fate. 
" Rise, or obey !" with fury he rgoin'd. 
But fear with anger struggled in his mind. 
Then Harlay rose, in ev'ry virtue tried. 
As brave as just, the senate's chief and guide ; 435 

Their chains he bore, but in his brow enthrofx'd 
Sat justice, which their lawless pow'r disown'd. 
Tl^ir judge, and not their captive, he appear^d^ 
The guilty wretches still his^ sentence fear'd: 
The senate bums, great Harlay's fate to shaie» 430 

In virtue's cause the tyrant's chain to wear. 
And nobly perish for their king and laws 1 
Mnse, ^ve the heroes their deserv'd appkuse $ 
Fame sound De Thou (2), Mole, Scarron, Bayeul, 
Poitier, and great in early youth Longueil. 435 

To these, the just return of praise be paid. 
Thro* scoffing crowds, by lawless force conyeyVIi 
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To that dark mansion of despair and blood> 
Where vengeance blends the guilty and the good. 
Thus impious fiaction thro* the land prevailed. 
Thus laws were banish*d» thus reli^on fail*d ! 

Hark! from the gathering crowd what shouts arise. 
What forms of death and torture^ strike my eyes I 
The feion*« fate, what hero undergoes ! 
Whose gen'rous blood upon that scaffold flows I 
Alas I is virtue then in France a crime ? « 
But spread their fame, my Muse, thro' endless time, 
Brisson, L'Archet, Tardif, (lo) each honoured name 
Ennobles ev'ry instrument of shame ; 
To fame alike, the field or scaffold leads. 
Glorious his fate who for his monarch bleeds. 

Discord, delighted, 'midst the factious bands, 
Proud of her dire success, exulting stands ; 
With cool, deliberate cruelty surveys 
The spreading waste, domestic strife displays ; 
' Joys to behold them by dissention torn. 
From wave to wave, of cvnl tumult borne j 
Jarring, dinded, but against the throne. 
Joined for their country's ruin and their own ; 
Interior feuds, exterior dangers press. 
One scene of blood, confasion and distress ! 
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( I } A. BROTHER of Joyeuse*] Hetiry Comte dt Boiichag;e, a younger brother 
of the Duke de Joyeuse^ vtho was killed at Coutias. 

Retuming at four o'dock one morning from a night of debaudiery^ he fineted that 
he heard Ae angels singing matins in the Capucins convent.. Strongly imprest with 
this idea, he entered into their order under the name of Fnri Ange. He aftcrwardi 
tjttitted his gown and took up arms against Henry IV. The Duke of Mayne made 
him governor of Languedoc, duke, peer, and Mareschal of France. After his recoo* 
ciliation with Henry IV. standing one day with that prince on a balcony imder which 
the pepple were crowding, ^ Soe^ cousin^" says the king to him, ^ how curioiis the 
people are to see an apostate and a megade together/' Joyeose immedtatdy itdttncd 
to his eonvent where be died. 



[a) Where vengefiil Mars.} The temple of Mars the Avenger, at Rome, 
property of a convent of monks. 



(3) Sextus.] Sextus V. Perretti, Cardinal of Montalto, near wludi phca ht 
was born of very mean parents. See Note (15) Canto III. He arrived at the papal 
dignity by fifteen years of the most consummate dissimuhti^ri : h6 affected JoAe* 
cility so well during all tet timely ^lat he went hy the name of Tbi dst ^ Auwtu 
With diis mean opimon which he \mk ^vn of his sA>tIities, and the appearance of age 
jmd infinnity whidi he put on, he aj^^eaced an object of indifoeiice to the rival parties 
in the conclave, who, when they could not carry their own point, agreed to nominate 
^tha Car^aal Perretti, as a man who could not hold the dignity long, and who had 

O 2 made 
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made each of them believe that, they mi^t govern. under .him. . Scarcely, howerer^ , 
was his elevation pronounced, he threw aside his cnitdies, raised himself erect from a 
position almost double in which he had past some years, and though he seemed before 
scarcely able to speak without danger of suffocation, instandy b^an the Te Deum in 
a tone ^ich made the whole chapd rii^. H^ was Jn reality but in his 64th year, 
and from that very hour began the most vigorous administration Rome had ever 
experienced. « 

(4) The Gallic senate.] During the wars of the 13th century between the 
emperors and the Roman pontiffs, Gregory IX. presumed not only to excommunicate 
the emperor Frederic IJ. but went'so far as 'to offer' the imperial crown to Robert, the 
brother of St Lewis, King of France. The parliament of Paris answered in die name 
of die king, diat it was not for the Pope to dethrone a sovereign, nor for a prince of 
France to accept from him a crown, to which neither of diem, bad any ..right In 
1570 die parliament gave its famous edict against the Pope's biill in Cana D^mni. 
It was pn every occasion ready to defend the rights: of die French church and state 
against die encroachment of die see of Rome, at the same time diat it respected its 
proper and useful audiority. The English have been too much brought up to believe 
diat.Uind obedience. and superstition have been die characteristics of all Roman 
Cadiolic governments. . 

(5) Loos'd be die oadis.] On die 17th of January, 1589, die fiacul^ of divinity 
at Paris issued the famous decree, which pinonounced that the subjecu were absolved 
frwn their oath of allegiance, and might lawfully make war upomdieir king, tefevre, 
dean of die feculty, and some others of the wisest among diem, refused to sign it 
When die Sorbonne recovered its liberty, it revoked dus decree iR*ich die tytanny of 
the League had extorted from some of itt members. . All the religious orders whiA 
had followed die Sorbonne also retracted. But vw>uld dicy have done so if the house 
of liohrsdne liad been victorious? - 

(6) Th* anointed hand.] When Henry HI. and die King of iKavarre appieared 
in arms before Paris, the monks put on annour ini4 mmnted guar4 widilthe citizens» 
But this part of diis poem more particularly aUiihs to tjhe processttm :of the League, 
^ere twelve hundred monks, completely araie4> wstq reviewed by William Rose, 

Bishop of Senlis. 

(7) Twice 
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(7) Twice eight] The representatives of the sixteen quarters into which Paris 
was divided, and the most seditious among them. These sixteen were for a long time 
independent of the Duke De Mayne : one of them, called Normand, said one day at 
his courts *' Those who made him csm easily unmake him." The duke at last hung 
several of them. 

(8) Bussy at their head.] On the i6th of January, 1589, Bussy Le Clerc, one of 
the Sixteen, who from a fencing-master was become governor of the BastUe and the 
chief of their party, entered the Grand Chamber of the Parliament at the head of fifty 
armed men, and presented to the*magistrates a request, or rather an order, to renounce 
their allegiance to the reigning family. On their refusal he himself conducted to the 
Bastile all those who were enemies to his party, and made them fiist upon bread and 
water to extort a greater ransom from them. He was ludicrously called the Grand 
Penitentiary of the Parliament, and fliled himself Bussy la puissancf. 

(9) De Thou.] De Thou> unde to the celebrated historian««-<-Scarn>n, great 
grand&ther to Scarron the comic poet. 

« 

(10) Brisson, &c.] On Friday 15th November, i59i,Barnaby Brisson, a man of 
great knowledge, who filled the place of first president in the absence of Achilles De 
Harlay ; Claude L' Archet, a counsellor of the court of requests $ and John Tardif, 
counsellor of the Ch&telet, were hung from a beam in the Petit Chsltelet, by order of 
the Sixteen. Hamilton, curate of St Cosme, attended by priests as officers of 
justice, seized Tardif in his own house, and led him to execution* 



CANTO 



ARGUMENT. 
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The beueged are reduced to die greatest extremities. Discord raises from heO the 
demon of Fanaticifin> who appears to Jaques Clement, a Dominican friar, in the 
form of the murdered Duke of Guise, and excites him to assassinate Henry IIJ, 
Magic rites of the leaders of the League. Henry III. murdered. His army, 
with few exceptions, acknowledge Henry IV. for dieir king. 
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r^OW the dire en^es> whose sulphureous womb* 

Pregnant with fate, cont^'d the rebels* doom. 

Bursting in iron tempests on the town. 

Resistless swept its crumt^g ramparts down. 

The League's distracted rage, Mayne's prudent care, 5 

The bigot's zeal, the people's mid despair. 

Nor the mad eloquence their priests ^splaj, ^ 

Could now protract th' inentable day. 

In vain did Sextus rave and Philip threat, 

Bourbon and conquest tfatmdei^d at thnr gate. lo 

The Spaniard's tardy genius mov'd too slow. 

To ward from Paris, fate's impending blow ; 

And Rome, no more the terror c£ the world. 

Thro' empty air, imheeded thunders hurl'd. 

Dominion was the Mse Castilian's aim, 15 

Thdr dark invader, not thdr £ietid, he came ; 

P Watchful 
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Watchful^ till half exhausted^ his allies 

Left to his treach'rous arins^ an easy prize -, 

Thro' France his straggling troops rapacious prey'd. 

Vainly the town implor'd his promised aid : 

Its fall was doomed ; when, rais'd by factious hate, 

A bigot's dagger tum'd the tide of fate ! 

You, whose soft hours in Paris tranquil flow. 
Reserved by Heav'n these better times to know j 
Forgive the Muse, if, blushing, she retrace 
The guilty deeds of your forefathers race. 
Let not the thought disturb your happy days. 
Tour duteous loyalty their crime repays. 
At ev'ry period, in the church we find 

A sect of hermits, s;iep'rate from manldnd ; 
Their lives a scene of penance and of prayer. 

Their morals strict, their discipline severe^ 

Some on the cloister's holy solitude, 

Ne*er let one passion of the world intrude ; 

The peace they cherished, by retreat preserved. 

And shunn'd their brethren .whom they might have serv'd. 

More active some, more useful in their ch(^e, 

Rais'd in the busy scene tiieir sacred voice; 

But while with man, their moral labours'lay, 

His passions, to their, bosom ibund their JWay ; 

Ambitious pow'r their hearts in secret gaiti'd. 

And dark intrigue their holy work profaned i 

Thus will abuse around perfection wind^ 

And blight, the fairest virtues of mankind. 
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Those who in Dom'nick's subtle school were bred, 4^ 

In Spain 9 from pulpits to the palace spread ; 
In France less pow*r» but not less zeal they knew. 
Beneath the monarch's care their order grew 5 
Cherish'd, rever'd and happy had they liv'd. 
If Clement's (1) treach'rous vow they'd ne'er received. 50 

That gloomy soul, from earliest youth accurs'd, 
In dark retreat his sullen virtue nurs'd; 
Ardent and weak, with fancy'd visions fed^ 
Devotion drove him where rebellion led. 

The factious gall which in his bosom lurk'd, g^ 

To phrenzy, his embitter'd passions work'd ; 
Till once, 'tis said, in d^st and ashes prone. 
Impious he thus address'd th' Almighty throne, 

^^ O God ! whose vengeful justice should desceml 
To crush the tyrant, and thy faith defend, 60 

Is murder now, and heresy, thy care ? 
Thy wrath unjust, must we, thy children, bear ? 
Too long the partial trial we endure. 
Too long ^ Godless monarch reigns secure. 
Raise thy dread arm, O God ! thy people save, 6^ 

Descend up<m the king, thy anger gave $ 
Spirits of ruin his approach proclsdm. 
Ye Heav'ns announce his wrath in show'rs of flame 1 
Their trembling host, avenging lightnings blast. 
Their chiefs, their soldiers, perish to the last 1 yo 

Let their two kings expure before my eyes. 
Drive them like wither'd leaves when storms arise i 

Pa. Sav'd 
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Sav'd by thy vm, thy League its voice shall raise. 
And o*er their breathless bodies chant thy praise P* ' 

Stopped by these accents in her mid career, 75 

Discord^ in air suspended hung, to hear ; 
Then dropt to Hell, and from it's dungeon drew 
The fiercest fiend those fiery re^ons knew -, 
Fanaticism ! — ^Nature abhors the name. 

Unowned the monster from. Religion came$ 86 

Nurs'd in her bosom, arm'd for her defence,. 
His aim destruction, zeal his fair pretence* 
^was he on Raba's plains,, hear Arnon's flood {2), 
Taught Ammon*s wretched race the rites of Iblood > 
To Moloc's shrine, the firantic mother led, ftj 

To slay the infant .which her womb had bred h 
He form'd the: vow which Jepthe*s lips exprest, 
Andplimg'd his dagger in his daughter's breast I 
'Twas he, at Aulis, Calchas viwce inspir'dy 

Whei) Iphigenia's bl€X)d the priest reqidr'd j ^ ^ 

Thy forests, France, were long his dark al)ode. 
Where streams of blood, to fierce Teutates (3) flowed > 
Still does affrighted .memory retain^ ^ 
The sacred murders of the Druid faner 

From Rome's proud capitol his dreary voice 55 

Bad Pagan zeal in Christian \Aood rejoice > 
But when no more the^ tyrant of the earth, 
Rome, falling, own*d the God's mysterious birth^. 
From Pagan temples to the; church retirVl^ 
The fiend, with rage, Christ's meek disciples fir'd f ro^ 

'- ' Teaching 
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Teaching the patient martyrs of his word, 

To brandish •persecution's bloody sword. 

'Twas he that furious sect in London bred, 

By whom too good, too weak, a monarch bled I 

Madrid and Lisbon yet his rites disgrace; J05 

He lights those piles, where Israel's hapless race. 

By Christian priests, in yearly triumph thrown,, 

Their fathers' heav'n-taught faith, in flames atone I 

Robed in Religion's vestments to our eyes* 
Still from the church, he borrow'd his disguise i no 

But now from shades to endless darkness doom'd^ 
For other crimes, another garb assum'd s. 
Boldness and artifice the dress supplied^ 
And Guise's form and Guise's look belied ^ 
That haughty Guise, whom France beheld so late, . 115 

The tyrant of the king, and of the state; 
Whose spirit baleful, from the tomb arose^ 
In death itself, still fatal to his foes* 
O'er his dark brow a pond'rous helmet glar'd, 
Atlurst for blood, his hand a faulchioa rear'd ; 120 

His breast the marks of Valpis' vengeance bore,, 
Wide gaping as it heav'd, with clotted gore I 
Those ghastiy mouths against the monarch pleads 
And ask the due revenge of such a deed«. 

While sleep and darkness all the world possest,, 1 25 

In this dire form to Clement's cell he press'd. 
Cares and intrigue his restiess slumbers broke. 
By starts, fermenting passions wildly spoke. 
And rage, tho' sleeping, aim'd some dreadful stroke f 

False 
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False Zeal sat watching by her vot'ry's bed, 230 

Pale Superftition hover'd round his head ; 
With joy to meet their Guise's fbrm they I'an, 
Which in majestic accents thus began : 

" God hears thy pray'r, thy fervent vow receives. 
But still that tepid soul its God deceives ; 135 

Sill are complaints and ineffectual words, 
The barren tribute timid zeal affords ; 
God asks another worship from our hands. 
And what thou seekst from him, from thee commands. 
Had Judith, when her people's foe prevailed, 140 

With tears and vows alone, their fate bew^'d ; 
Had private fears her public spirit known, 
Judith had seen Bethulia^s walls o'erthrown. 
Such is the spirit heav'nly zeal inspires, 

And such the worship which our God requires. 14^ 

'Tis not enough to blush for this delay. 
Arise, and wash in blood the stain away ! 
Strike, and set Paris from its tyrant ^ee. 
Avenge the church, the state, the world, and me ! 
See the foul wounds his treacherous dagger made : 150 

In the same measure let his debt be paid ! 
Let not a murd'rer's name thy soul af&ight. 
That wMch was wrong in him, in thee is right. 
"•Tis sacred murder ! — ^Heaven approves the blow : 
'Tis virtue to destroy the church's foe ! 155 

'Tis virtue 1 — 'Tis our God's supreme decree ; 
That God, demands the tyrant's blood from thee I 

Oh! 
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Oh ! had he bid our vengeance be complete, 
That Bourbon too, his just desert should meet -, 
That France, delivered from the hated pair. 
Should owe to thee — But God denies our pray*r ; 
Bourbon must live ! — ^The God he still offends 
For other hands that glorious deed intends. 
Receive, and use, the present he bestows. 
Strike down the victim which his anger shows !^ 

The phantom ceasing, to his eyes displayed, 
Forg'd in infernal fires, a horrid blade ; 
Placed in his grasp, the weapon, hell bestow'd^ 
And sunk, delighted, to lus dark abode. 

The zealot youth, too easily deceived. 
As Heav'n's command the voice of Hell believ'd ! 
Embraced with extasy the fatal sword. 
Prostrate to God, his sacred aid implor'd. 
The frantic demon all his soul possest, 
And dire devotion steel'd his ardent breast. 
Conscience, corrupted judge, with vice combin'd^ 
False to his charge, misleads his erring mind -, 
The calm of innocence to guilt bestows. 
The murd'rer*s heart With holy transport glows ; 
He wearies Heav'n with sacril^ous prayers, 
A modest ^r his tranquil fury wears ; 
While virtue's purest form, lus looks reveal. 
His humble sackcloth, hides th' infernal steel I 
He goes, and conscious of his dread design^ 
His friends strew flow'rs, trium{)hant chaplets twine ; 
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Far as the gate his steps rever'd attends 

Bless the bold deed, advise, exhort, commend j 

Amid their guardian saints his name invoke. 

His shrines already with their incense smoke. 

Not with more zeal Christ's new disciples glow'd, 190 

When the first martyrs seal'd their faith with blood ! 

Nor firmer faith, nor hope more lively knew. 

When crowns immortal holding to their view. 

They kiss'd their steps, and join'd in fervent pray'r. 

Led them to tortures which they long'd to share* 195 

Too oft alike, to worldly eyes, appear 

The graceless bigot and the saint sincere ; 

Men have their blood for truth and falsehood spilt. 

Its martyr's error lias, its hero's guilt. 

So fndl the judges which our merits scan, 200 

The greatest wretch oft seems the greatest man. 

Their project 'scaped not Mayne's extensive view. 
But o'er his eyes an artful veil he threw ; 
Unconscious seem'd— but sought with secret care. 
The fruits of guilt, and not the guilt to share j 205 

And wisely wicked, left to faction's breath 
To work the gloomy monk to Valois' death ! 

While thus the League around their champion wait. 
Or watch his steps devoutly from the gate. 
With sacrilegious rites the leaders try 210 

Thro' dark ftiturity's abyss to pry. 
Forcing to light his unperfected crime. 
By spells aborted from the womb of time> 

Oft 
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Oft in these rites the queen (4) had borne a part. 
Sounded each secret of this guilty art ; 
With mad insatiate thirst of knowledge burned, 
The bounds laid down by Gfod, audacious spum'd ! 
Extorting from indignant shades of night. 
Secrets which Heav'n refiis'd to human sight. 
0*er the weak crowd thdr queen's example gsdn'd. 
Thro' all the realm th' impious science reign'd. 

In the dead silence of tlie night, they sought 
Their temple^ in a gloomy mouldering vault. 
One sulphurous torch, a lurid blaze supplies. 
While o'er a gaping tomb their ialtars rise. 
With horrid imprecations, on their shrine, 
God and infernal spirits, they combine } 
While the pale objects of their hate and fear. 
The brother kings, in waxen forms appear* 
Cauldrons of human blood around them smoke. 
And 'ma^c lances in the cauldron soak 1 
llieir priest, a son of that ill-fated race. 
Kept on this eardi for mis'ry and disgrace j 
Strangers, among mankind, condemned to err. 
From shore to shore thdr impious rites to bear i 
And thro' each link of Time's revolving chain, 
Despis'd, and curs'd, and hated, to remain. 

Now round the Jew, they raise a direful yell. 
And now commence the nia^c rites of Hell ; 
Their arms in boiling blood are trebly dy'd. 
Their reeking daggers plung'd in Valois' side I 
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Dash'd on the ground, and spum*d beneath thdr feet^ 

With wilder phrenzy Bourbon's form they meet. 

Calling on death, persuaded he obejrs. 

And to the monarch's heart their steel conveys ; 245 

Pray'rs, mix'd with curses, blasf^emous tibey pour. 

And earth, and air, and God himself, implore ! 

The lightning's blast, the scorching flames of Hell, 

With all the spirits which around us dwell ] 

Such were the secret rites, the Pythian psud 250 

At Gelboa, when she call'd up Samxiel's shade } 
Such accents from the Jying prophets bursty 
When Judah from Samaria's hill they curst : , 
In such Ateius (5), at the gates of Rome> 
Conjur'd th' infernal gods to Crassus' doom. zgg 

Fondly they thought, that to thdr spells was given. 
To force an answer from the breast of Heaven 1 
WMch Heav'n was pleas'd, in vengeance, to dispense. 
Holding the laws of Natune in suspense. 

Eternal silence, monstrous voices broke, 260 

Thrice the dumb vaults in hdUow mumturs spoke ; 
Blue lightnings rend the heavy veil of night. 
Flash and eclipse by turns their pallid light. 
While in the flitting blaze their wpnd'ring eyes 
See Henry's figure, crownM with laurel rise j a65 

On victory's proud car^ in triumph stand. 
The ensign of dominion in his hand« 
Now bursting flames, the crumbling shrine consume, 
Pale fires, the gaping vault arcnind illume^ 

The 
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The priestj the leaders» struck vdth dire affright^ zy^ 

Fly to conceal their fears and crimes in nig^t. 

Those sounds unnatural^ those fires that glared, 

Valois' inevitable doom declared. 

Gody from his throne, the monarch's fate had weigh*d> 

To ruin giv'n him, and^thdawn his aid; 275 

To punish gmlt, allowed to guilt its way. 

And Death, impatient, stood to sieze his prey ! 

Meanwlule, upon his bloody purpose bent» 
The bigot monk approach'd the monarch's tent ; 
And sued adnuttance, while he boldly cried, 280 

^' I come to save the king, and God my guide. 
Important secrets for the monarch's ear. 
His servant bears, and he alone must hear!" 

Long in the guard, auspicious doubts arise ; 
Calmly to ev'ry question he replies. 28^ 

Still new distrust, his moDkish garb affords. 
But simple candour seems to guide his words* 
At length suspicion yields to well-feign'd truth. 
To Valois' tent they lead the dauntless youth. 
Serene, composed, his king the traitor sees, 290 

Humbly, deliberate,, he bends his knees^ 
M Idsure, while he meditates his blow. 
Soft from his lips, these treach'roUs accents flow : 
^' A while, great king, thy prostrate servant bear. 
While to the King, of kings he pours his pray'r ; 295 

Bear, while my soul its grateful prdses pours. 
For all the blessings, which for you he stores ; 

Qji Villeroy, 
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Villeroy (6), Potiers (7), both virtuous, wise and true. 

Faithful remsdn, amidst the rebel crew } ' 

And genVous Harlaj (8), whose intrepid zeal 500 

The faithless crowd, has long been us^d to feel y 

E'en from his dungeon every heart unites,. 

Confounds the League, and vindicates your rights. 

God, who the mighty and the wise withstands^ 

To woric his greatest deeds with weakest hands,. 305 

To Harlay's prison ddgn'd my steps to guide ; 

God bade lus wisdom in my truth confide. 

This letter trusted to my zealous care, 

I flew with transport to my prince to bear T" 

Valois the letter with impatience caught^ 3 ro 

And bless'd the happy change, which God had wrought* 
'* How shall my grateful justice find a way. 
Thy noble service, and thy zeal, to pay r 
Then, bending to him warmly as he spoke. 
Secure, the monster aim'd the fatal stroke ; 315 

And plung'd his dagger in the monarch's side ! 
From the deep wound gush*d forth life's crimson tidet 
All was dismay, and terror, and surprize^ 
To strike the wretch a thousand weapons rise t 
He, only he, unmov'd, imalter'd, stood, 320 

Their weak revenge, with cool contempt, he view'd* 
Proud of his crime, to France he paid his debtj 
And death, lus recompence, with transport met t: 
The saviour of the church and state he seem'd, 
Heav'n, to his eyes, upon its champion beam'd; 325 

A martyr's 
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A martyr^s crown his ardent soul desir'd> 
He blest the hands that :gave it, and expired ! 

O ! strangely blind, in£atuated state. 
We know not most to pity or to hate 1 

Nor his, perhaps, the greater share of guilt ; 330 

Still more by them, the. monarch's blood was splits 
Whose lips dropt treacherous poison, to seduce 
The gloomy passions, of a weak recluse. 

Now ValcHs' hour approached, his closing sight 
Faintly received a parting gleam of light. 335 

Aroimd his couch his weeping courtiers throng'd. 
One common note of grief to all bdong'd 
Dissembled tears, and real feeling join'd^ 
As diflF'rent prospects opened to their mind. 
Some wept with secret joy the prince's end> 34Q 

Who saw their fortunes on the change depend ; 
Others, whose bosoms, selfish fears engross'd> 
Wept not their monarch, but their greatness lost* 
Amidst those difF'reht scenes of tears and sighs. 
Drops of true sorrow fell from Henry's eyes i 345 

Superior minds with warmest feelings glow> 
Their pity still attends a fallen foe ! 
Bourbon's great soul disdain'd a selfish thought. 
All his own wrongs in gen'rous grief forgot ^ 
Unmix'd for Valois' fete his sorrow flow'd, 350 

Unconscious of the crown his end bestow'd. 
£re death his dark eternal curtain drew^ 
His closing eyes the king on Henry threw i 

In 
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\n his cold hand, the hero's hand he prest» 

In broken accents, thus his soul expressed : 3^^;^ 

^^ . Bourbon, indulge that useless grief no moiie> 
Nations, indignant, shall my fate deplore ; 
All but a monarch's feelings, you, restrain. 
Weep not, but conquer, and revenge, and reign ! 
Valois' no more !— The stormy, treacVrous wave, 360 

Which wrecked his hapless bark, *tis yours to brave ; 
Your5 is my throne, to you my rights descend. 
You best deserve it, and can best defend. 
Enjoy your greatness, but with watchful eyes 
Mark the dread tempests which around it rise 1 365 

Fear God who gave it, and his rites restore, 
Let specious error, lead your steps no more. 
Farewell ! — and may your better fate withstand. 
May Heav'n avert the dark assassin's hand ! 
You know the League, their deadly hate you see, yro 

To reach your heart, their daggers passed thro' m^e I 
Perhaps more horrid deeds they how prepare. 
Forbid it. Fate ! — such matchless virtue spare ! 
Protect*' — Grim Death his leaden sceptre dropt. 
His voice in everlasting silence (9) stopt ! ^^^ 

At Paris, when the monarch's fate was known, 
Tumultuous transport seiz'd the guilty town 5 
With flow'ry wreaths, their shameless fronts were bound. 
Their streets re-echo'd with triumphant sound i 
Their shrines were deck'd, their usual labours ceas'd^ 380 

Their sacred rites, proclaimed th' eternal feast ! 

Bourbon 
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Bourbon a hero seem'4 without resource» 
Whose fame and valour, were his only force : 
Could he, unaided, with such foes engage ; 
The Church, the strengthened League, the Spaniard's rage ? 385 
The thunders, Rome's imperious pontiff hurl'd. 
And gold, more fatal, from a new-found world ! 

Some warriors too, but with a courtier's heart. 
With zeal pretended, from his standards part ; 
But most, this mean pretext of conscience spurn, 390 

With martial ardour for their sov'reign burn : 
Those gen'rous soldiers, friends by danger try'd. 
To honour train'd, with Bourbon for their guide. 
To wav'ring France, the great example set. 
To place the crown, where birth and merit met. 395 

Those gallant knights, whose never-fading fame> 
Kindles thro' all their race the sacred flame : 
The gen'rous sons of Givry and Daumont, 
Of Montmorency, Sanci, and Crillon 5 

Less prompt to argue, than to wield the sword, 400 

To Henry's fortunes plight their honest word I 
True to their country, to rpligion true, 

N 

Bright honour marks the path, which they piu-sue. 

^ To you, brave friends," the hero cries, " I'll owe, 
The rights which from a race of heroes flow j 405 

Your fathers nam'd their monarchs in the field. 
The plain their temple, and the throne a shield. 
The peers, the sacred oils, the pomp of state. 
Adorn the crown, but not the king create. 

Be 
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Be yours victorious on the field of £sime> 
Like them, to Francei her sovereign to proclaim I 
Thus spoke the chief, and at his warriors head. 
To earn his throne, the glowing squadrons led. 
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(i) Clement's.] Jaques Ckment, a Dominican friar, bom at die village 
of Sorbonne, near Sens, and aged twenty-four years and a half when he perpetrated 
this horrid deed. 

This man, in his weak and fanatic mind, having conceired the plan of murdering 
die king, consulted his superior, BourgQing, who £ur from dissuading him from it, re« 
commended fiifting and prayer, that he might the better know die will of God. His 
imagination, heated by this artful counsel, as hepassed die night in prayer, he fancied that 
he heard, or was really made to hear, a y<Mce ordering the death of the tycanti and be* 
lieved it to be a voice from heaven. Some have said, and perhaps not widiout founda- 
tion, that less ^iritual incitements had been held out to him, by die DutdMs de 
Montpensier, sister to the Guises. 

In order to get admission at St. Cloud, where Henry III. held his court, he procured 
various letters of recommendation, and was even carried there, on the 31st July 1589, 
by La Guesle, die Solicitor General. His presence of mind, on so awfiil a situation, 
is scarce to be conceived. On die morning before he left Paris, being laughed at for 
mending his shoes with a needle and thready he answered coolly, ^ They will hist the 
time I shall want them I" He slept soundly the nig^ he passed at St. Cloud, and his 
breviary was found marked at the passage of Holofemes and Judith, by one who watched 
his actions by order of La Guesle. On the first of August, he was introduced tq the 
king, to whom he delivered several letters; then sajring he had private intelligence to 
communicate from the king's faithful subjects in Paris, desired diat die courtiers should 
wi^draw. He spoke for some time, presented some more letters, and observing that he 
had forgotten one of importance, drew a two-edged knife from his sleeve^ and struck 
the king in the bcUy^ leaving the weapon in die wound 1 Henry was heard to exclaim : 
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M)y malbiunux I qui t^avpisjifait four m^assassimr ainsi f^^^mM' Unhappy man ! what 
have I done that thou shouldst assassinate me thus?*' Oa hearing die king's voioe> 
his courtiers re-entered : Henry had withdrawn the knife from the wound, and struck 
the assassin on the head ; they followed the signal, and Clement fell, pierced with num* 
berless wounds, without having time to utter a single Word. The readiness of the 
courtiers to put him to death, has made some think that more than one of them were 
interested in it, least he should make discoveries. 

His death was as useful as his hand, to the cause of the League. Fanaticism trans* 
formed the murderer to a martyr, and the churches echoed with his praises, whilst 
Henry was represented as a second Herod. Crowds went to feliciute the mother who 
had been happy enough to bear a martyr I Some would have statues erected to him i 
his picture was placed on the altar, and die Abbe de Longuerue says, his canonization 
even was proposed at the Sorbonne. In fine, die Martyrdom of Jaques Clement, isk 
octavo^ with plates, was put up for sale» 

Scxtu8» who daily received iittdligence from die Commander de Dicu, resident at 
Bcme^ did not Uush to pronoMicehis elogtumisiAe Consistorium; whese,a6er com^ 
paring him to Eleazar and Judith^ he excJaims : *^ This death, whidiidrikes «s at lb* 
aame time wttb dwe ixA adisiiationt: will scarcely be <^edittd by posterity. What } 
a powerful king, surrounded bya great anny, in the verjr ace of reducing Paris to im^ 
l^ore bis mercy, £dls under the arait and by one blow, of a poor reUgious 1 Without 
ioabt this great example is gnrea us» that each ooe may know tbegreataess of the 
JQ^meott of God P 

jr (l^«Arnon*8 flood] A river on die frontiers of tbe hnd «r Canaan, mentioned 
Deutoronomy, cap. xi, where Moloch was worshipped with human victims* 

• * 

(3} Teutates.] One of the principal godii of the Gauls^ supposed to be Mercury^ 
to whom also the Druids offered buniaa sacritices* 

(4) The ipieen bad borne a parL] Magic had been brought so much intofrskkm by tbt 
queen Cadierine de Medicis, that m clergyman of the name of Sech^es, who wat 
burned for witchcraft on the Place de Grcve^ accused jio less than laoo persons of this 
protended crime. This age is a strong proof of (he weakne^ and creduli^ of th« 
humaaouad 

(5)Aleta8» 
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(5) Ateius.] A tribane of die people at Rome, not being abte to dissuade Crassus 
frmn his expedition against the Parthians^ placed a burning cauldron on his mty 
through the ^tes of Rome^ and with magic sacrifice conjured the infernal gods to curse 
undertaking* 



(6) Villeroy.J Nicolas de Neuville, lord of Villcrojr, a man of great parts, secre* 
tary of state to Charles IX. at the age of twenty-fiwr, anno 1567 » continued in ofice 
during the three following reigns. Has left S9me very interesting meanoire, particularly 
from 1567 to 1604. He died at Rouen 12th Nov. 1617, aged seventy-four. 

Henry IV. one day speaking of his difitrent ministers, expressed himself as follows :— 
« Villeroy has been long practised in business \ is thoroughly acquainted with the trans* 
acdons of his own time : he has, from his earliest youth, been employed in state 
afiairs : he observes great order and regularity in the transactions of his office, and 
judgment in distributing diose papers which belong to his employment : he is generous^ 
and his abilities appear by his modesty and silence^ and his reluctance to speak in 
public; yet he is obstinate and cannot bear to have his qiinions contradicted^ which) 
he thinks, ought to serve for good reasons : yet he will tempdi-ise a while, and waits 
with patience till the faults of others have proved him to be in the right, which I have 
sometimes found my advantage.** 

(7) Potier.] Lord of Blancmesnil, born 154X, of a noble and ancient family of Paris> 
and President of that parliament. He was one of the most virtuous magistrates of his 
time. Not being able to make his escape from Paris, when that town declared for the 
League, he was made prisoner and confined in the Louvre. The faction of Sixteen 
brought him to his trial under pretence of a correspondence with Henry IV. and would 
have infalliWy suffered death, had not the Duke of Mayne, venerating the virtue of 
this faithful magistrate, gone and delivered him frcwn his prison. Blancmesnel threw 
himself at his feet, saying, " My life I owe to you, my lord ^ but I still dare ask a 
greater £tvour : permit me to join my lawful sovereign, you know I cannot own you 
as such !" Mayne, struck at so much courage, granted his request. He afterwards 
served Louis the XIII. with as mudi fidelity as he had his father Henry IV. and waa 
diancellor to Mary of Medicis when regent. He died anno 1635, aged mnety-five. 

(8) Harlay.] Born in the year X53&, at Paris, succeeded Christopher de Thou, his 
fiither-in-law> as first-president of the parliament. His integrity was worthy of the best 

times 
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times of the Roman republic. During the League^ Harlay was Immoveable ; irritated 
at seeing religion made a mask for rapine and revolt, he courageously answered Guise, 
^ That it was shameful to see the servant put the master out of doors ; for my part, 
my soul is in the hand of God, my heart my king's ; as to my body, I leave that, if ne^f 
cessary, to the factious who desolate this unfortunate kingdom !" He was kept for some 
time in the Bastille by the factious Bussy Le Clerc. In fine, Henry IV. having re- 
stored peace to the kingdom, Harlay was particularly useful in re-establishing justice 
and the power of the laws. He died 23d of October, anno 16 16, aged eighty* - 

(9) His voice in everlasting silence stopped] Henry HI. expired the 3d of August, 
1589, at two in the morning, in a house at St. Cloud i not the same where the St. Bar- 
tholomew had been resolved on, as some historians have asserted, it not being built at 
the time of that horrid massacre. 

Henry III. the last of the house of Valois, was murdered in the thirty-eighth year 
Qf his age, and die sixteendi of his reign. His body was buried in the abbey of Com^ 
peigne, and in x6io transferred to St. Denis. 
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CANTO VI. ~ 

Long in the land rever'd, a law prevails^ 

When Death's all-Iev'Uing hand the throne ass:uls. 

And of the royal blood our country's pride. 

Thro' every branch the sacred source is driedj 

Witfi its last ebb, the mutual compact ends j 5 

Back to the many, Sovereign power descends : 

The States of France proclaim the people's mind. 

By them a CMef is nam'd, his power defin'd. 

Thus, by our ancestor's august decree, 

The crown of Charles, in Capet's line we see. xo 

To shame, to reason lost, and blindly bold. 
Those awful States (i); the League presume to hold; 
From rank revolt and murder, madly draw 
Their right, to name a king and change the law. 
To wean the people's mind from Bourbon's claim, 15 

To screen their plot, a pageant throne they frame i 
A monarch's form, to give usurpers weight. 
And vest rebellion with an air of state. 

s'a In 
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In France they dcem'd, (so long the crown had sway'd), 

A King, whatever his right, must be obey'd. 20 

Soon to the States with noisy pomp declar'd. 
By blind ambition led, the Chiefs repaired. 
Lorraine, Nemours, the clergy's bigot train. 
The tools of dark intrigue, from Rome and Spain. , 
There bloated luxury by famine fed, 25 

Pamper'd by public mis'ry, rear'd her head ; 
While round the Louvre where the traitors meet> 
Indignant ghosts of Gallic monarchs fleet. 

No princes in those States, no peers attends 
By birth designed to counsel and defend j 30 

Who less in pow*r, but yet as great in fame. 
Still near the throne their hohor'd station elaim» 
There the wise guardians of our sacred laws,. 
Rais'd not their manly voice in freedom's cause* 
The spotless emblem of our country scorn'd, 35* 

A foreign pomp the blushing walls adorxi'di 
Rome's foreign agent there psurps a place> 
And Mayne's proud seat unusual honors grace. 
While o'er his throne appear'd this bloody scroll ; 
" Kings ! whom no conscience binds, no laws control^ 40 

Let terror your remorseless pow'r restrain : 
From Valois blood — ye tyrants, learn to reign.'^ 

The Synod met— Soon from each clam'rous tongue^ 
Loud and confus'd, the peal of faction rung : 
Error and vice thro' all their councils reign'd* 45 

Some, by the lure of empty titles gain*d» 

Lowly 
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Lowly ambitious and ignobly great, 
Court the mean honors of a foreign state : 
To Rome*s proud envoy bend obseqmous down. 
And bow the lilies to the triple crown : 50 

Their aim in France that hateful court to raise. 
That shameful monument (2) of monkish days> 
Whose yoke Iberia suffers and detests^ -, 
Whose sacred dagger rankling in our breasts, 
Makes us abhor the God whom we adore 55 

Midst racks and flames besmear'd with human gore. 
Acting on earth those woful scenes again. 
When gods relentless were the scourge of men; 
When the false priest, with human victims, laid 
The brain*wrought furies he himself had made» 60 

. Others as basely brib'd by Spanish gold. 
To whom they hated worst, their country sold ; 
But most, th' audacious project madly own^ 
To place usurping Mayne on Capet's throne: 
The power already his — ^the glitfring name, 65 

The next proud x>bject of his hope became; 
In secret joy his soaring thoughts elates ^ 
Scaled the dread eminence of kingly state. 

But Potier (3) rising, on their councils broke. 
Virtue was eloquence when Potier spoke : ^ 70 

In those sad days with crimes and horrors st^n'd> 
The cause of virtue he alone maintain'd; 
Maintained the rev'rence of his sacred trust> 
By 2^1 respected — ^tho* he dar'd be just. 

Oft 
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Oft did th* unshaken temper of his soul 75 

Their factious plots and base designs coi^trol. 

Murmurs, confusion, noise, th* assembly fill. 

They run~-they crowd — they hear — and all is still. ' 

On ocean thus when winds have ceas'd to roar. 
When brawling mariners are heard no more y 80 

Guiding the vessel thro* the yielding main. 
The faithful rudder strikes our ear again. 

.Thus seem'd Potier — Wisdom inspired his tongue. 
Confusion own'd his voice and lisfning hung* 

" Would you on Mayne confer the sovereign sWay I 85 

What specious error leads your minds astray I 
True, he has virtues which deserve a throne. 
And were it mine to give, 'twere his alone : 
But France has laws, which he who dares oppose. 
Forfeits the claim superior worth bestows; 9a 

Great as he is, if he aspire to reign. 
No more he merits what he seeks to gain." 

Scarce had these accents reach'd their wond'ring ears. 
With regal pomp Lorraine's proud Chief appears : 
Potier unmov'd beheld the prince advance. 95 

^* Yes, " boldly he resumed, " for us, for France, 
In Maync's great soul such confidence I feel. 
To him, against himself, I dare appeal : 
Vain the attempt to fill our sovereign's place, 
Bourbon remains : next to his honor'd race, 100 

Next to his throne, Lorraine was rais'd by fate 
To grace, to strengthen, not usurp his state. 

Guise 
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Guise from his tomb no more relentless cries; 
His vengeance^ let a monarch's blood suffice 1 
The ransom of a crime^ a crime has paid, 105 

He afks not more to soothe his angry shade* 
With Valois too, expire your vengeful hate, 
Bourbon is gmltless of your brother's fate ; 
His breast, like yours, with ev*ry virtue glows, 
Heav'h never made such heroes to be foes. 110 

But hark ! what sullen murmurs strike my ear ? 
What signs of rage and hell-bom zeal appear i 
Relapse and heresy i False zealots cease. 
Sheathe — sheathe those daggers, ministers of peace I 
What right, what precedent does Heav'n afibrd z i^ 

To arm the priest against his lawful lord ? 
Say, does the son of sainted Bourbon's race 
Peijur'd, your temples raze, your shrines deface ? 
No, no, for sacred truth the monarch bums. 
Obeys the law your head4ong fury spurns 2 120 

Virtue alike in ev'ry sect reveres. 
Respects your worship, your abuses bears j 
He leaves to God, who sees the hearts of men. 
What you'd usurp— to judge and to condenm^ 
Taught by that God whom we alike believe, 125 

He comes to rule his childen and forgive : 
Must he not share the freedom which he brings i 
What right have you to dictate to your kings ? 
What charter to your factious zeal is giv'n. 
To brave your sov'reign in the name of Heav'n ? m i Jo 

False 
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False to your country, to your flock untrue^ 

How much unlike those early Christians you ! 

« 

Who, when a Pagan race the sceptre sway'd, 

Disclaimed their idols but their laws obey'd ; 

Without repining, on the scaffold bled, 135 

And bless'd the hand by which their blood was shed* 

Thus, thus alone, true Christian zeal appe^s; 

Your kings you murder, but they died for theirs. 

Of heavenly wrath if what you say be true. 

That wrath, that vengeance, is reserved for you/' J 40 

He ceas'd, but none replied: shame and remprse 
Seal'd up their lips> they shrunk beneath his force. 
And vainly struggled with the truth he taught. 
It flash'd conviction on their stubborn thought. 
While fear and anger in their breasts contend, 145 

Sudden the air ten thousand voices rend; 
In shouts confus'd from each surrounding post. 
To arms ! to arms the League ! or all is lost I 
Thick clouds of dust advancing as they rise. 
Cover the plain and darken all the skies ; 150 

The trump's shrill blast, the drum portentous, loud. 
Prophets of death, burst from the spreading cloud. 

As from the frozen ca vems of the north. 
The lowring tempest rolls tremendous forth. 
Wrapping in dufky clouds the frighted* air, 155 

Its van the whirlwind, thunder in its rear. 

*Tis Bourbon*s host — impatient of repose, 
Athirst for blood — its widening front it shows; 

Wing'd 
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Wihg'd with dire vengeance to the town it speeds. 
Borne on the winds the voice of rage precedes. 

No fruitless piety the hero stay*d. 
To soothe with solemn rites his brother's shade ; 
On those sdd plains no trophied pile he reared. 
No pompous line bespoke its guest rever'd ; 
No sculptured praise> poor artifice of fame> 
A while disputes with death— an empty name : 
While living pride on mould'ring records fed> 
Swells with the honors of the senseless dead* 

A nobler tribute to his shade he ow'd, 
A tribute worthy of a brother's blood ; 
Vengeance on each assassin's head he swore, 
Aiid mercy to the crowd deluded bore^ 

Their councils cease, the factious leaders rise. 
Swift to the rampart, Mayne intrepid flies ; 
The troops assembling round His standard close. 
And shout defiance to their coming foes« 

Unlike the Paris of our happier times ; 
In the dark age of anarchy and crimes. 
Bastions and forts by fear and rage designed. 
The narrow limits of the town confin'd* 
Our suburbs open to the neighboring plains, 
(Where peaceful confidence for ever reigns. 
Where streets of lofty palaces extend. 
And marble' breathes, and gilded domes ascend). 
Were then mean huts, in artless rows disposed. 
By mounds and ditches from thQ town ^ticlos'd. 

T 
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There where the sun darts forth his morning ray, 

Bourbon appears : grim death prepares his way. 

Thick show'rs of iron hissing thro* the air, 

From either side unseen destru£tion bear i T90 

Snatching aetherial flames to serve their rage. 

Mortals with more than mortal arms engage ; 

Bastions, and towers^ and massy ramparts yield ; 

Legions at once bestrew the bloody field. 

Time was, when war no subtle art refined, ip^ 

Ere death with baleful science was combined } 
With murderous iron on a rougher plan> 
Man in his fiiry sought the death of man s 
The brawny arm the rocky fragment threw. 
Or death was wafted from the springing yew. 200 

But impious knowledge sweU'd death's ample store. 
And opened ways to fatt unknown before. 
Flanders (4) first saw the hollow sphere ascend. 
Thro' heav'n's high vault with kindling vengeance bend. 
Hoisting its prison, till with hideous sound, aoc 

The bursting tempest spreads destrudtion round* 
More cruel still, with blacker art contrived, 
Deep into earth deceitful vengeance div'd } 
.Ripe for explosion hidden thunder bides : 

Jn vain the hero in his strength confides, 210 

Scarce has he touched upon the fatal way. 
His gen'rous hope the lurking fires betray i 
The ruin breaks, — lo countless atoms torn ! 
Whole squadrons thro' the flaming skies are borne. 

Such 
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Such were the fields of death where Bourbon fought, 215 

Through such dread scenes, his crown the hero sought : 

Round him his warriors dauntless seek the foe. 

Though thunders rolled above. Hell yawn'd below j 

Glory her banner b*er his helmet wav'd. 

They saw but her, and ev'ry danger brav'd. 220 

While these with martial ardor onward prest, 
Momay alone his soul unmov'd possest i 
Stranger alike to fury and to fear. 
Heedless the cannon thundered oa his ear* 
War and its horrors in his stoic mind, 225 

Were ills by fate entailed upon mankind ; 
His wisdom blam'd them, while his courage dar'd : 
His King he pided, but his dangers shared. 

The blood-stsdn'd glacis stops their rage no ipore : 
Down on the covered way his squadrons pour, 230 

To fill the ditch their slaughtered friends suffice 
Their courage rising as thdr dangers rise. 
Till rushing over mountains of the slain* 
The breach at length the crowding columns gain. 
First, at thdr head, their ardent piince ascends v 235 

His hand a falchion arms, a shield defends i 
Already, planted by the monarch's hands. 
High o'er the town the royal ensign stands : 
The League astonish'd, struck with panic fright, 
Retiiing, seem to own their monarch's right ; 240 

Till fierce Lorraine who saw his warriors yield, 
Indignant drove them to the guilty field. 

T 2 Now 



144 ^KK HENRIADBt 

Now on the King th' embolden'd rebels dart. 

Whose look but then, unmanned their conscious heart : 

Amidst their bands fell Discord rear'd her head, 245 

Exulting in the blood her children shed ; 

The narrow rampart with delight she view'd. 

Where ranks on ranks unerring slaughter strew*d. 

Ceasing to bellow thro' the trembling air, 

The cannons now their horrid din forbear, 250 

And silence deep of sullen fury bred. 

Its gloomy horror o'er the coxhbat spread ; 

Tearing a passage thro' each other's breast. 

With steady rage thdr cruel weapons prest. 

The bloody rampart fill'd widi heaps of slain, 2$$ 

Now Bourbon seizes, now the League regain : 

As waves alternate, wheii the tempests roar. 

Now gain upon the land, and now desert the shore. 

Victory wav'ring, now the lilies rears. 

And now aloft Lorndne's proud standard bears* 260 

Never did Bourbon, never Mayne, display 

More brilli^uit valour than that fatal day: 

Calm in the hurry* of the dreadful scene;. 

Their scatter'd ranks the chiefs behold serene. 

Distant, and near, the rage of battle guide^ 265 

And with a thought the fate of war decide. 

The British youth by valiant Essex led. 
First of the boldest on the rampart Ued, 
Surprised, beneath our standard they advance 
To join thdr forces with the force of France^ 270 

Their 
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Their country*8 honor glowing in their breast^ 
Their f ather^s fame upon their mind imprest ; 
Proud on those plains to spill their generous blood. 
Where Sdne ere now beneath thdr empire flow'd. 

Essex and young D*Aumale in glory vied ; 
Widi equal ardor fir'd, and youthful pride. 
Like heav'n-born heroes on die Trojan plain. 
They and their chiefs the bloody strife maintain $ 
French, British, Lorrainers, as rage impell'd^ 
With mingled streams the crimson torrent swelled* 

*^ Immortal spirit of th' embattled field. 
Who arm'd their hand, thrir glowing bosom steerd» 
Who weigh'st our fate in heaven's eternal scale. 
Declare which hero must at length prevail* 
Both in their turn with death the rampart strew'd. 
And pois'd in air the trembling balance stood; 
Till justice and Bourbon decide the day : 
See thro' thdr broken ranks he cuts his way, 
Th' unequal fight no more the rebels try, 
Down from the walls dispersed the traitors fly« 
As from the Pyrenean's clouded head> . 
With bursting skies the rushing torrents fed 
Down on the plain impell their foaming course^ 
Nor mpunds, nor banks, resist their growing force ; 
Soon the weak barrier spum'd, the angry tide 
Ruin and terror spreads on every side, 
Drags down the rooted oak, whose lofty head 
Rear'd o'er the storm, to heav'n its branches spread, 
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Tears from the mountain's breast its native rocks» 

Expands and sweeps from earth the trraibling flocks. 300 

So Bourbon from the walls his sword had won, 
Rush!d on the rabble ;— -down the traitors run. 
Soldiers and chiefs, confus'd with panic dread. 
Trembling, dispersed, the monarch's vengeance fled. 
Proud Mayne himself abash'd, within the gate ' 305 

Sheltered his scattered force from certain fate. 

Their valour now to madd'ning fury changed. 
The conquering squadrons thro* the suburb rang'd; 
Fire, rapine, murder, mark'd them as diey went. 
And all that rage can act, or hate invent. 310 

Bourbon the broken foe intent pursued. 
Nor all those scenes of lawless horror viewed: 
By valour fir'd, by victory elate, 
Onw;ard he darts to storm the fatal gate. 

" JHere, here I" he cries, " those flames those swords employ, 3 15 
Here loose your rage, these guilty walls destroy/' 

Scarce had he spoke-— descending from the skies 
A form aerial stood before his eyes : 
Reclin'd m^estic on the lap of air. 

Obedient winds th' approaching phantom bear: 320 

]bnmortal glories round his temples shine. 
And heav'nly beauties mark the form divine. 

With mingled sounds of horror and of grief, 
•* Cease, cease I" he cries, " forbear, unhappy chief; 
Let not one horn* of guilty rage eflace 325 

The endless honors of my royal race. 

O'er- 
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O'erturn my altars, boundlesy ruin spread* 

And leave thee gl(x»ny monarch o'er the dead : 

Forbear ! "—Struck with the more than mortal sound, 

Th' astonish'd troops fall prostrate on the ground* 

And havoc paus'd : but Henry's lab'nng breast 

Glory still fir'd, and martial rag? possest : 

As billows heaving when the winds have blown* 

^^ O spirit of a world to us unknown 

Explain," he cries ** tiie dread command you bear ;*' 

Then sounds of heavenly sweetness reach'd his ear, 

** The sainted king, whom France reveres, you view. 

The friend, the father of your race and you. 

Who once on earth the toils of warfare bore. 

Whose God your fsdthless soul adores no more. 

But Lewis still admires, esteems his son, 

And God prepares to place him on his throne; 

Paris her sovereign shaU with joy receive, 

Mercy shall more than fo^ce or valor ^ve. 

So God decrees : his high resolves I bear/* 

The hero heard his voice with awfid fear : 

Passion no more his soul relenting feels. 

Lowly before the sainted king he kneels s 

Soft tears of gratitude bedew his face : 

Thrice would his longing arms the saint embrace. 

Thrice from his touch the airy form retires. 

As the thin vapour wluch in air transpires. 

Meanwhile the League had rung the loud alarm. 

And crowds unnumbered on the turrets swarm. 
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Chiefs, soldiers, strangers, nadves mingled flow, 355 

And pour down ruin on the King below : 

But Bourbon now was Heav'n's peculiar care. 

Harmless the fiery tempest hiss'd in air. 

With pity soften'd as he viewed the place, 

" Unhappy town,'* he cried, " deluded race, 360 

How long, alas ! will thy misguided rage. 

Rebellious war against thy sovereign wage 1" 

Then like the sun which sets with milder beams. 
And greater to our eyes retiring seems. 

The hero from the fatal wall retired, 365 

By Lewis guided, and by God inspired : 
He sought those groves, where from the shading oak 
The saint ere now the words of justice spoke. 
Vincennes (5) how changed thy once enchanting bowers I 
How dark the shadow of thy frowning towers ! 376 

Perhaps e'en now within those grated cells, ^ 
Some dread example of ambition dwells. 
Some mighty victim of the faithless court, 
Rais'd by its smiles to be misfortune's sport. 
Whose pliant soul to meanness form'd by pride, ^7$ 

Now lowly cring'd, and now with monarch's vied j 
This day, by silly mobs in triumph borne. 
The next, — sad olject o( their hate and scorn. 

Now from the west die shadows lengdi'ning grew. 
Night her thick veil o'er guilty Paris threw, ' 389 

In murky darkness, undistinguish'd lay * 
The blood and carnage of that fatal day. 

NOTES 
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(<) 1 HOSE awful States.] Though the poem supposes the ooovocatioa of 
the States immediately after the death of Henry IIL they were not in reality held tUI 
four years after. This deviation £rom history is a poetical licence which Voltaire 
takes great pains to excuse in his notes on this Qanto. 

The truth is^ Henry the Great besieged Paris some dme after die battle of Ivry, ta 
the month of April 1590 $ the Duke of Parma oblig^ him to raise the siege in the 
month of Septeniber following. The League^ a loi^g time after, called Ae States to 
choose a King in the place c^Old Cardinal de Bouibon, whom they havl acknowledged 
by the name of Charles X. and who then had been dead two yean and a half. In the 
same year CiS93}9 i^ ^^ month c£ July, the King abjured the Protestant religion in the 
Church of St. Denis, and entered Paris in Mardi 1794- So fiu: was Henry then from 
reigning by right of Conquest that, bad he not solemnly abjured aa opinion which cer« 
tainly was dear to him, and gone to mass to please Jul aufajectSt it is doubtful whedier 
he ever would have reigned over them« Voltaire has taken no notice of the Duke of 
Parma in his poem, becaose he was too great a cfaarsctery nor of the Cardinal de 
Bourbon, because he was too insignificant a ooe. 

^ I compos^" he says, *^ a Poeim and not an History.'* Milton has certunly taken 
greater liberties with events where any deviation bora the strict order of truth seems less 
excusable. I cannot hdp diinking that idea mistaken, whichconfines Poetry to the ima^ 
gination: diere is as much truth in Poetry as in History. FromHistory we have a right 
to expect the exact detail of events in their time and place; but it is the province of 
Poetry to express, in such sounds as irresistably draw our attention and grave themsdves 
for ever on our mind, the sublime and unalterable truths utrhidi the geiHUS of a poet (or 
his muse if you please) discovers in the human soul, in the great book of nature. Hi^ 
imagination only creates the scenery in which they are displayed, the events which draw 
them forth. It is. false that gunpowder was known in the age of Charlemagne; yet 

U . who 
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who will read the indignant reflections of Ruggiero, when he cast the carbine into the 
sea, and not acknowledge their truth ? Who will pretend that Ariosto, the most fand- 
fdl of poets, is' not full of truth ? Dido never saw .£neas; perhaps neither ever existed : 
but let any woman read the fourth book of the iEneid, and say that it is not true from die 
beginning to the end. There are as many giand political truths in Juvenal and Lucan^ 
and as finely expressed, as in Tacitus and Machiavd ^ yet there are modern states* 
men who would almost l>lu{b to be seen with a poem in their hands: wbedier the fault 
be in the art, or in those who practise it. Poetry is almost in our days become the 
stamp of mediocrity, and who unfortunately writes verses is thought unfit for any 
thing else. Though the poet whom, notwithstanding the little taste we have left, we 
must admire. 

N ot followed fency long. 
But stoop'd to truth and moraliz'd the song. 

' (2) That shameful monument] The inquisition.— «This horrid tribunal, which 
jpretends to judge the most secret motions of the mind, was instituted by Pope Inno- 
teot III. in the beginning of die 13th century ; and every Christian country in Eu- 
rope, except England, has to blush at having submitted to its power. The Frendi 
liever were a people to 1>ear it long; it never was generally received among them, 
wotti disappeared, and is now scarcely remembered. It i« a melancholy truth, that not 
one sect of Christianity can be fiurly'exempted from the reproach of religious perse- 
knition. The reformers of church abuses overlooked this, the greatest of diem alh 
Loud as they are in their invectives against the inquisition, in die i8th century not 
individuals or families, but whole nations are still, for their religious teif^ts, deprived 
of the honors, confidence and emoluments of their country, and exposed to all the insult 
and danger of law in the h^s of a party still embittered by religious zeal* Such is 
the frailty of human nalure that it sddbm is safe for one nation to reproach anodier 
with its vices : yet if there is a truth undeniable in politics,it is the inefficacy of rdigi^ 

ous persecutions if there i$ a trutk in morality, it is the guilt of employing it. 

♦ 
(3) Potier de Blanonenil.] Already mentioned, Canto V. Note (7). 

(4} Flanders first saw.] During the wars of Flanders under Philip IIL im Italian 
engineer invented bombs : we are indebted to the Italians for the invention of almost 
all our arts. 

(5) Vincennes*] It is well known how the state prisons were crowded during the 
adininistrations of Richelieu and Mazarin : the number of unhappy victims confined 
in them under the mild administration of Cardinal Fleury exceeds belief. 
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in the Temple of Destiny, his Posterity, and' the gjmt Men ifriiomL France 
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Xo sootlie our sorrows in this world of care (i)> 

The God by whom We breathe this vital air 

Two friendly bein^ fix'd upon the earth, 

Man's steadyJbllowers from his earliest birth $ - ' 

The poor one's treasure, and the wretch's bliss t 5 

This gentle Sleep, and Hope enchanting this«. 

When pain and labour elog the dreary road. 

And wearied Nature feints beneath her load,. 

Sleep's balmy hand her wotmded bosom heals. 

Lulls, in oblivion ev'ry care she feels, 10 

Thro' all the languid frame, his opiate pours,. 

Till soft repose life's ebbing stiseam restores. 

Hope props the soul, the droc^ing spirit rears. 

Unsure the fruit, but sweet the flow'r she bears > 

But let the heav'nly guest from God defcend, 15 

No fond deceit her flatt'ring smiles portend}. 

Pure 
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Pure as the sacred source from whence she came, 
She whispers joys in God's eternal name. 

" Come, faithful couple, to my son repair," 
Lewis commands, and thro' the silent air ao 

Sleep hears his voice, and slow to Henry's bower, 
On lazy pinions moves the drowsy power. 
The zephyrs scarcely breathe as he goes by, 
Hope's children, airy Dreams, around him fly. 
And mix'd with poppies, o'er the hero's brow, 25 

Entwine the olive branch and laurel bou^. 

The royal circle which his temples grac'd. 
On Bourbon's front the saint mysterious placed ; 
And ^^ Reign my Son," he cried, ^' triumphant reign. 
The splendor of my royal race mdntain : ^ 30 

But more than empire shall be yours, my son j 
More than the pow'r, the fame your arms have won : 
Small is the good which fame and power convey. 
If Heaven with-hold fair Truth's eternal ray: 

* 

With worldly honors worldly deeds be paid, 35 

With pain and labour bought, .and soon decay 'd: 

See odier empires to your, wond'ring eyes. 

The long reward of real virtue, rise. 

Where fate conducts us follow and obey : 

To God himself pursue your destin'd way.'* 40 

He spoke : and blazing high above His sphere, 

A chariot bore thro' heav'n their bright career } 

Swift as the lightnings dart from pole to pole. 

With sounds as when the distant thunders roll. 

So 
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So, wrapt in flames, from his disciples view, 45 

High o'er the gazing world Elijah flew. 

Midst the vast orbs that swim in boundless space. 
Whose path audacious man presumes to trace 1 
Kindled by God, the sun incessant bums. 

Incessant round his blazing axis turns ; 50 

Light rufhes from his orb in bursting'^^treams. 
And life and warmth are wafted on his beams : 
He marks the day, the season and the year. 
To worlds inferior floating^in his sphere; 

Obedient planets, whom th' almighty cause 55 

Repells for ever, and for ever draws : 
Each by the other bound, upheld and led. 
The rays they borrow, in their turn they shed j 
While o*er their course, far o'er their liquid plains. 
Thro* space, whose bound no mortal thought contains, 60 

Unnumber'd sims, and worlds unnumber*d stray : 
God wound the vast machine — and mark'd their way. 

O'er all these heavens the God of heav'n resides : 
Thither the saint the raptured hero guides : 
Here all those various spirits take their birth, 6$ 

Which breath'd thro' matter animate the earth; 
Here, after death, our souls ethereal flow. 
Redeemed for ever from their bonds below : 
Here sits the Judge of all; beneath wjiosefeet 
The spirits lent to earthly beings meet : 70 

The God'by all ador'd by all imknown, 

* 

Whom difierent climes by different titles owiu 

He 



156 THfi HENRI ADE. 

He sees with pity how man's reason strays j 

How pride and folly in their endless maze 

Devoutly judge, with weak contracted sense; ys 

What's endless, boundless, infinite, immense ! 

First-born of Time, Death ushers to his sight 
The ghosts departed from thefe realms of light : 
Bonzes and Branuns come rt his command ; 
There, sons profane of good Confucious stand ; 80 

Persians (2) whom ai^tient rites mysterious bind, 
In Zoroaster's school devoutly blind ; 

And others, whom the sun's obliquest ray 

Scarce ripens into Hfe from frigid clay. 

Natives of new-found wcHrlds, in forests drear, 85 

Where Truth's obstm3:ed ray could ne'er aj^ears 

With sad astonishment, the Dervis train 

At God's right hand their prophet seek in vain s 

In vain the pale recluse, before him> vaunts 

His vows, his suff'rings, and his self-made wants* 90 

Light beam'd upon their souls ; silent tkey wait 

Trembling, th' eternal sentence of their fate. 

One glance decided, fram those eyes that see 

At once, what was, — ^what is, — ^what is to be. 

Far from the throne the herb stood in awe, g^ 

Whence issues forth the fix'd eternal law ; 

Irrevocable doom, — wliich human pride 

Presumes on earth to model and decide. 

" And what," says Henry in his soul, " vrill be 

On all these mortals, God's supreme decree? 100 

Will 
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Will he condemn them» that their souls were blind 

To .truth, whose beams could never reach their mind i 

And judge their actions by that sacred book. 

On which their eyes were pe'er allow'd to look? 

No: God who madq us, made us to be blest: io£ 

He planted nature's law within our breast ; 

'Tis he that reigns, when nature's voice prevails; 

That voice which never changes, never fails : 

Pagans to her all-saving law may trust, 

And Christ will own them if their hearts were just/' i lo 

While reas'nii)g thus beyond the reach of man, > 

Heav'n's deepest myst'ries he presumed to scan ; 

Out from the throne* a voice in thunder broke : 

Heay'n and all natu|:e trembled as it spoke; 

Awful the sound as shook the sacred hill 115 

When God to Israel's sons proclaimed his will s . ; 

Silent the choirs — the stars stood still to hear. 

And shout th' eternal word from sphere to sphere : 
^^ Trust not, weak man, thy reason's feeble ray } 

God made thee not to know, but to obey; 120 

Hid from thy sens^es, to thy heart confest. 

His light to guide thee, shines within thy breast: 

Pride and injustice all his wrath shall bear. 

But blameless error all his mercy share." 
He listened still, when borne thro' empty space, 1 25 

A whirlwind cast him on a hideous place s 

A desolate inhospitable plain. 

Dreary as Chaos, ere creation's rdgn« 

X Not 
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Not all those suns which heavenly boanty made. 

Could lend one ray to cheer the dismal shade. 1 30 

Pure spirits execrate its baneful air. 

No seed of genial life was planted there; 

But there, grim Death in all his terrors plac'd. 

With dire confusion, rul'd the noisome waste. 

What groans O God I were heard, what piercing screams ! 135 

What bursts of smokey flame I what noxious steams ! 

What shapeless monsters round the hero fleet t 

What fiery caverns yawn beneath his feet ! 

" This," said the saint, " avenging justice built; 

This, the eternal t^emdit of guilt. 140 

Follow— wide are the ^tes, and steep the brink/* 

Down thro' the fiery chasm at <»ice they sink. 

Sorrows and sleepless cares obstrufi: the road; 

There was Despair, and Terror's dark abode : 

There lEnvy fnning lay, and round her hung 145 

The laurels wither'd by her canker'd tongue ; 

She hates the living, courts the mould'ring tomb. 

Light wounds her eye that glares athwart the gloom: 

She saw the monarch— turned away, and sigh'd. 

Near her, delighted with hersdf, sat Pride* 150 

Weakness, with sickly hue and downward eyes. 

Loves virtue, and with ev'ry vice complies. 

Ambition, wading thro' a sea of blood. 

O'er thrones, and tombs, and slaves, gigantic strode. 

Hypocrisy, in smiles and softness drest, 155 

Heav'n in her, eye, but hell within her breast. 

Fal^e 
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False Zeal, who bloody maxims wildly spread : 

Mean Avarice, by whom each vice is bred. 

Amaz'd what mortal dares their gloomy shades 1 

Who with the saint thsUr secret realm invades I 160 

The Fiends who rule the wicked, weak and vain. 

Behold the Chief, and tremble for their reign. 

New to his eyes, his soul they ne*er had known. 

Nor ventured there, where virtue tul'd alone. 

Slowly they travel thro' the vast profound, 165 

While groups of hideous phantoms stare aroulid* 
What sullen spe6b:e, thro' the dufky night. 
Streaming fresh blood advances to my sight t 
Valois' assassin ! how he grasps the knife 

EdgVl by the League against his Sov'r^|;n's life; 170 

See, while his effigy pollutes the shrine, 
While priests and rebels pay him rites divine. 
While Rome commends (3)* the Les^e invokes his nanSb, 
How he belies them in etem^ flame* 

" Still," Louis cried, " a far severer fate, tyg 

A harder sentence guilty sovereigns wait» 
How curse, those cruel tyrants of their day/ 
Their treacherous courtiers and their lawless sway; 
How wail their crimes committed or avow*d. 
By weakness left unpunished or allow'd : 1 80 

Thdr power, their greatness, all dissolved in death, 
Past all their pomp, and stopped the iflattering bieath. 
Vanished the artful mercenary brood. 
Who *twixt the soverdgn and lus people stood. 

X2 How 
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How their past life upon their breast recoils : '^5 

Stirr'd up by conscience. Hell within them boils» 

Virtue betray *d, in all her charms appears. 

The truth they hated> thunders on their ears; 

Her accents, how those trembling ccmqu'rors fear, 

Heroes on earth, but bloody monsters here. 190 

See, crushed beneath the bolts their fury hurl'd. 

Those pests who scatter'd ruin thro' the world. 

STear them reclin'd, a weak degraded race 
The people's curse, behold ! the throne^s disgrace; 
Monarchs who dos'd, while kwkss creatures sway'd^ 195 

And vice rapacious on th^ country prey'd. 
See their foul ministers to pain consigned, 
Th^se mean corrupters of the public mind> 
Who shameless to the crowd, ibr sordid gold,. 
Posted their country's, honors to be sold> aod 

Debased *the awful senate of the land. 
Bartered religion, juflice and command^ 
And branded on each pilf ring bastard brood 
The stamp of virtue and of gen'rous blood. 
Curft be the man who first began the trade, 205 

Curst the mean lord who last the bargain made.*^ 
. Ye tender souls is this your sad abode 
Whose useless days in tranquil pleasure flow'd ^ 
Too soft for vice, in ease voluptuous ran 
The silken thread, the laay sisters span*. 2xa 

And you, ye friends to virtue and mankind 
1$ here your sentence with the giolty join'd ? . 

Of 
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of doubt» or weakrie8S> does one moment blast 

A life^ in deeds of moral goodness past ? 

As deep revolving in his mind he stood^ 215 

Th^ unequal share of evil and of good^ 

Pky's soft drops bedewed his manly facer 

" Alas ! " he cried " if our ill-fated race- 

Is doom'd to tHs !— 4f endless tortures close 

A few short days of labour and of woesf 220. 

Better> far better ! had we never known 

Tltts life (another^s choice and not our own)^ 

Than curst with treacherous power to disobey. 

And damn'd for straying^, yet inclined to stray/' 

" Ccasc,*^ cries the Saints " th* Almighty cannot err, 225 

Proportioned to their crimes, the pains they bear; 

Think not the Deity who made mankind,. 

For endless misery his work designed r 

Justice with mercy still his wrath confines^. 

Iti goodness only, without bound he shines* 2 j6 

While mortals paint ai» angry, vengeful God,. 

irik bears a father's, not a tyranfs rod ; 

With human weakness, human failings weighs y 

Nor fleeting joys (4.) with endless pain repays." 

Thus while he spoke, the heroes steps he guides 235 

To happer realms, where Innocence resides.. * 

As- the fair prospect open'd on his view^ 

Unusual pleasures in his bosom grewf 

No sulph'ry flashes there inconstant gleami^ 

But pure ethereal rays eternal beom }. 244 

- Fassioa 
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Passion and care res*^'d thor fierce control^ 

And sweet tranquillity fiUM all the soul ; 

Thy power, O Love ! exalted,, pure, refin'd. 

Not such as mortals know, ruFd ev'ry mindj 

Uncloy'd the taste, still wishing still possest, 245 

Pleasures unmingl'd, without languor rest. 

There, reign the virtuous kings of ev'ry age. 
The real hero, and the real sage. 
Clovis and Charlemagne on thrones of gold. 
The Gallic lilies still with joy behold; 250 

There, martial strife and gen*rous contest cease. 
There, adverse chiefs unite in endless peace. 
TaU as the cedar risiiig p-'er the wood. 
Above them all, the people's Father,. (5) stood : 
Monarchs around him with superior awe ^ 25^ 

Bow down thdu: sceptres, and receive his Uw ; 
From cv'ry eye he wip'4 the tear ayray, 
Mercy and juftice shar'd his ecpial sway. 
Amboise, (6) alike to king and country dear. 
To both a friend, still to his prince was near : 260 

One minister those reg^ns smiled to see, 1 

By blood unstain'd, from base corruption free. 
Time once again such scenes with Lewis bring, 
A people happy, and a glorious king. 

Those heroes next, for g^n'rous valour fam*dj 265 

By duteous loyalty, not rage, inflamed. 
The Maid (7), our throne's support, our foes disgrace} 
Unnumber'd chiefs of Montmoxcncy's (8) race} 

Those 
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There, brave Tremoille (9), Clisson (10), De Foix (11), appeared, 

Guesclin (12), whom kings respected, tyrants fear'd, 270 

Bayard (13), for ev'ry virtue still rever'd* 

** These/* said the Saint> « to feme and virtue true» 

Like you, the wcmd'ring eyes of mortals drew; 

Their God and mine, with ardent zeal they serv'd : 

Why from his father's faith has Henry swerv'd ? ** 275 

Thus mournful as he spoke, expanding wide 
An hundred brazen portals they descried; 
Time through the gates, on wings unceasing bome;^ 
Still to depart appeared, and still return* 

There, shrouded in impenetrable gloom 280 

Reign'd Desdny. — ^There, the dark book of doom 
The melancholy tale of life contains. 
Our short-liv'd pleasures and our lasting pains 
Irrevocably stamped. — ^To Time consign*d» 
To scatter from his puiions thro' mankind^ 285 

As, unperceiv'd, he plies his endless round* 

# 

There, Liberty in chains mysterious bounds 

Her track foreknown, but not prescribed, pursues ^ 

Her choice foreseen, yet ever free to choose. 

But thro* the vast expanse what crowds arise 290 

Whose airy semblance (kims before my eyes 1 
" Here," says the Saint, " reside before fhdr Hrth,. 
The spirits of the future sons of earth ; 
Myriads of souls, from ev'ry age and clime. 
For God, all presents reigns o*er space and rime;^ 295 

Thro* 



N. 
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Thro' endless ages and unbounded space> 

He marks thq doom of each succeeding race. 

See the first offspring (14) of thy royal line. 

Him, round v^hose brows imperial Ulies fhine> 

(Superior tho' his son's and father's fame), 30a 

His sword shall Belgium and Iberia tame, 

*^ Gloth'd in Rome's blushing lionors, to his eyes 
Scarcely beneath the throne two forms ariie» 
Proudly affecting more than royal state : 

Armies, and courts^ and princesj round them wait; 30^ 

Not kings, but more than kingly power they claimj 
llichelieu (15), and Mazarin (16), of endless fame* 
Rear'd from the church by fortune's hand, they lay 
The deep foundation of despotic sway. 

The first, a daring,. strong, relentless mind; 310 

Subtle and false the next, in courts refin d ^ 
This boldly form'd the, storms of fate to meet, 
This artfully to bend, elude, retreat : 
Both by the crowd detested and admir'd, . 

And both by jealous thirft of rule inspir'd; 315 

Princes and nobles, both alike oppose, 
The friends of kingly power, their country's foes. 

** First 'mid the second of the human race. 
Whose huml^r ^ews man's happiness embrace^ 
Content with less, but not less solid fame, 320 

Colbert ( 17), our country still shall bless thy name 
While distant realms their fruitful tribute pour ; . 
While arts and industry enrich our shore: 

Thou 
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Thou, like the chief who murm'ring Israel Ied> * » 

Rcpay'st thy people's calumny with bread. 325 

<^ But see ! to whom do trembling nations bow ? 
Who bears dominioa in his awful brow ? 
Who with transcendent power and glory reigns^ 
And leads consenting slaves in golden chains ? 
Less lov'd than thee, more fear*d, and more obey'd> 330 

His brows, like thine, immortal laurels shade; 
Too soon with Fortune's fidthless smile elate. 
But finn and dauntless 'g^st the frowns of Fate s 
With worlds, unaided, glorying to contend. 
Great in his ,bright carebr, still greater in his end. 335 

" Tis Lewis (18) reigns; each sister art revives. 
With nature's self the glowing canvass strives. 
The marble breathes, stupendous domes aspire» 
The Muses tune their lopg neglected lyre. 

" Ye sons of, science (19) hail! ye sacred band« 340 

Whose toils the narrow sphere of sense expand. 
Who mark the circling planets as they risci 
And trace thdr journey thro^ the padiless skies : 
Leave stubborn erfor to presumptuous pride, 
Your modest doubt is :wisdom's surest guide» 34^ 

" What dulcet sounds delight die ravish'd ear^ 
Hark ! music gliding from her starfy sphere ; 
To Greece no more arid Italy confined. 
Sooths ev'ry sense, and captivates the mind. 

" Blest race ! >yho ev'ry palm of glory claim, 3 r© 

To conquer and to sing th^ conqueror's fame. 

Y « >Midst 
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•* TMidst counties^ heroes who adorn the landi- * 
Fotemost the gen'rous sons of Bowl^n stand: 
See Conde (20)) by his fiery spirit 'knot^> . . 

By tiifns the strength or terror of the throne. 355 

Behold his equal in their bright careefy " '- ( 

With godlike prudence blest, Turcnne (21) appear; 
Admire in Catkiat's (22) superior mind, 
The daring chief, the modest sage, combin'd«. 
See Vauban's (23) compafs trace th' impetvious shield^ ^ ^60 
And mock the brazen thunder of the field ; 
"By courts neglected, 'tis the hero's fate. 
Our foes shall own that Luxembourg (24} was great* 
Th' imperial eagle grasps his bolt in vsin^ - . 

Villars (25) shall triumph on the Oerman plaint .' 365 

Eugene will own Us 'geft'rotw rival's ^B^, 
And peace and war alike licbm his iiSnie. 

•* What youth (26) in modest majesty sppektt. 
Sad source of short-liv'd hope, and lasting tears t 
Scarcely the lilted throne attracts his sight, 3^0 

He sinks, O heav'nly pow'rs ! in endless night } 
Scarce to his country shewn, admirM, and loBt> 
Bourbon, nor France> no juster name shall boast : 
His people's happiness had mark'd his sway^ 
And France — but Rate denied : one hapless day 375 

Gives her to mourn her Bourbon's gen'ral doom ; . 
To weep the son's,^ the sire's, Ae mother^s tiomb. 
' <^ But from th& mighty ruini death has/sprMul> 
One tender scyon rears its ihf^tlttCRl, 

One 



One hope remalnSi a Bourbon still appears^ 380 

Protect him Fleury ! guard his helpless yearsj 

Give to my ofFsp(ing» to thy care con&gp^d, 

m feding, of a num. a monvch-. miBd , 

Teach him» in all.the splendor oE the throoe. 

To view his people's greatness, not his own. 385 

France 1 may his reign thy drooping genius rear» 

Qnfe more in cloudlesa majesty appear. 

With Lewis let each useful art retimi» 

Thy humfiied flag no more let ocean moura jr 

In vain betv^^een them -se* msodal roah ' 390' 

« 

Let mutual v^rants imite^^ distant shc»t^ 
Bu^shun the dang'rous glory to be fear'd. 
For peace and justice he thy throne reverb 

** Next to the royal youth (27), that hero view 
Whom calumny and. envious hate pursue; 39^ 

Pliant, not weak, from pleasure's wanton maxe, 
llif. eye the balance of the world surveys. 
With arts unknov^n before, his genius draws 
Each varied inf rest to the common cause 

Critic and patron, in his glowing mind 400 

See ev*ry talent, ev'ry art combin'd; 
The Soldiert Statesman, Citizen, allied j 
Himself no monarch, but the monarch's guide," 

Deep thundersL jroll'd, .thro' low'ring tempests . rais'd 
Aloft in air, the Gallic lilies blaz'd, 405 

Beneath their shade the warlike s(ms of Spain 
Spum Austria's eagles, proflrate on the plain. 

Y 2 How 
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** How frail," exclaims the saint, ♦* the schemes of maiir 

How deep the wisdom of th' eternal plan 1 

Austria's proud offspring rule the earth no more; 41a 

A Gallic king Iberia's sons implore. 

And Bourbon's race — ^My son, that joy suspend. 

Great are the dangers which the great attend} 

In love united as in blood allied. 

The kindred crowns may discord ne'er divide;'^ 415 

He ceas'd : at once the brazen portals close,. 

A thousand forms of empty air arose; 

The heav'nly regions vani^h'd from his si^ht^ 

Lost and confiis'd the vision sunk in nights 

Meanwhile the rosy harbinger of day, 420 

Blushing thro' eastern skies, began her way^ 
The sable queen resign'd her starry reign. 
And dreams and visions. foUow'din her train.. 
Now with the lamp of day the monarch ro6e> 
Celestial ardor in his bosom glows> 425 

With heav'n'S own majesty his forehead beam'd. 
Radiant as Israel's chief the hero seem'd, . 
Fr<xn Sinai when in heav nly splendor bright 
The wand'ring nation veil'd their dazzled sight 
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CANTO VII. 



(i) X HIS Canto, in imitation of VirgiKs Sixth ^neid, contains an epitome of 

Ae philosophical and religious opinions of the times, 

* 

(2) Persians whom.] Among the Persians, the Guebres have a separate religion 
which thej pretend to derive from Zoroaster: less superstitious than many others, 
they worship- wich seeret mysteries the Sun as the image of the Creator. 

(3) While Rome commendsj Instead of the funeral oration of Henry III. the 
panegyric of his assassin was pronounced at Rome. At Paris his portrait was feen 
on the altar with the saccament. Cardinal Retz, on the day of the Barricades, during 
the minority of Lewis XIV. (aw a burgher with a gorget on which was engraved the 
figure of the parricide, with the inscription— Saint Jaques Clement-^ 



(4) Nor fleeting joys.] Here the Poet seems to hint at Purgatory. No Roman 
Catholic controversist can give a more ample account of it than Virgil in his sixth 
book. When reason set up against faith) it is surprising it did not cry down Hell 
instead of Purgatory. 

(^) The People's Father.] Many Princes have acquired the name of Great: one 
only that of Father of the People. 'Twas to Louis de la Tremoille, who had defeated 

and 
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and taken him, at the battle of St. Aubin, when he was Duke of Orleans, diat thU 
Prince said on his accession to the throne, ^ The King of France does not avenge 
die injuries of the Duke of Orieans." The Emperor Adrian*s expression to his 
enemy, on the same occasion, is as suUime, and more pointed, <^ Now you are safe,** 
His memory will be ever dear to France whatever maybe its government. He is 
accused of avarice, yet without injuring- the Crown hr reduced the taxes to one half; 
such was the avarice of the Father of his People. ^ Never,** says St. Gdaio, ^ had 
France such good times as under him.** But the good king, who had married Mary 
sister to Henry VIIL of England, to please his young wife, changed his way of 
living. He dined at twelve instead of eight, and used to be up at midnight instead 
of being in bed at six (Hist, de Bayard): after being married six weeks be died at 
Paris, ist January 151 5) aged 53, and is hurried at St» Denis. 

(6) Amboise.] About this time died Geofge D'Amboise, deservedly esteemed 
by the king and by the people, because he had ati equsd effe&ion for them bodu 
(Mezcray.) 

« 

(7) The Maid.] Jane D'Arc, the Maid of Orleans, born at the vlll^ of Dom 
Remy upon the Meuse. A servant at an Inn s her bodily strength and her courage 
were extraordinary; she was brought forward by the Coiii^ De Dui^is to restore die 

fortunes of Charles VII. She was taken in a sortie from Compeigne^ condoned as 

■ 

a witch by an ecclesiastical tribunal at Rouen, and burned by the Enjtltsh, who ought 
to have paid another tribute to the bravery of thdr foe. 

(9) Montmorency.] A volume would not contain the history of the great vm 
pf his name and the services they rendered to the state. 

(9) Tremoille.] Among the many great men of his name, the Poet her^ alludet 
to Guy de la Tremoille, surnamed die Valiant, who bore the orlflame (the sacred 
«tandard}rand refused the sword of consts&Je «ndfr Charles* VX^ • 

(10) Cli«8on.] diver Qisson, CopstaWe gf France uider Charies VA 

(ii) De Foix.] Gaston de Foix,Duke de Nemours, nephew to Lewis Xlf. 
On the morning of Easter Sunday, nth of April, isii.thd DuVfe of Neniours gave 
the £unous battle of Ravenna, in which the enemy's anny was cut to pieces. Aftei 

be 
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itlacT gained the'battTe, in which he had received 14 wouncfs, in charging a bod/ 
#f Spaniards who were retreating in goodorder^ he fell in his 23d year. 

(12) Geuscltn.] He saved France under Charles V. conquered Giasttlley^ placed^ 
Henry dt Translamare on the throne of Peter the Cruel>,and was Constable of France 
andCastUk. 

• • 

(13) BayardrJ Pierre dir Terrall, the Knight^ without fear and without re^oach.' 
Francis the I. received the order of Knighthood from- him on the field of battle at 
Marignan. He' was killed in the retreat of "Rebec in Italy^ in 1523^ As he lay under 
m tree witk his face purfjqsefy to th« diemy and hts eyes on the*iiUt of his sword 
which fernied« cfossj the Marquis DePirinire, the enemy's genenJ, and tbe Constable 
^f Bliurbon, who had 'adandoned his country, visited hiiifi w'ith every mark of respect* 
The latter expressing his esteem and his pity for him. ^ 1 thank you, my lord, ex«« 
claimed the Knight, I do not need it— I die doing my duty-«-I pity you who have 
betrayed your's» 

(14} The first ofispring.] Lewis XIIL son to Henry IV. iather to Lewis XIV. 
died 1643. 

(15) Richelieu.] Armandde Vignerod, Bishop of Lu^on, Cardinal de Richelieu 
born in 1584. began his political fortune under the patronage of theMaresdial D'Ancre, 
and after his deadi completed it under that of his rival the Duke de Luines.— During 

near twenty years he governed France with absolute authority and uncommon ability.' 

» ■ ' * 

To all the tempests through which he rose, he opposed a violent and determined spirit* 

• • • 

Many conspiracies were formed against his life and many vifllms sacrificed to it; 
among diem the son of the great historian de Thou shared the fate of his fi-iend Cinq 
Mars for not having betrayed his secret. Dur^ig these latter troubles and intrigues, 
the cardinal, and Lewis XIII. who hated him because he could not do without him, 
were bodi at the point cf death; and*it is said, the cardinal used to paint, to give' 
himself an air of health before the king, who wished lor his death. He died in Paris, 
in 1642, 4th December, aged 58, and was interred in the church of the Sorbonne, 
where be' had' a magnificent monument, the masterpiece of Girardoii, lately removed 
to the nationat coneAion. The nation gained 200,000 pounds a year by his death, 
which was allotted for his maintenance, a great sum in' those days, but it tost a great 
minister* He was a pationof literature, and jealous of liteniry fSune even to littleness, - 

^ Nullius 
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^ Nullius preter laudem avarus.*' — The Palais KojzX was built by htm, and caSot 
Lc Pakus Cardinal i he left it to the king, it afterwards passed to the House of Orleans^ 
and is now the property of the French Republic. — ^The fonilies of D'Aiguillon and 
Richelieu are collateral descendants from diis great man.— ^When the Czar Peter visited 
his tomb, he clasped his statue in his arms, and, in his enthusiasm for all _^t wasr 
great, exclaimed ^ Why are you not alive ? you should have half my kingdom for 
governing the other half.** To his power in the Cabinet succeeded, the very day he 
died,— ^ 

(i6) Mazarin,] Jules de. A man of talents, as great, but as different, as nature 
^uld form them. Bom, 1602, Created Caidinal, 1641. Appeared first in the 
political world in 1630, minister from the Duke of Savoie to Lewis XIII. He had 
the wisdom to pursue all the plans of Richelieu, and enjoyed the whole confidence of 
A«ne of Austria diving the minority of Lewis XIV.j he yielded prudently to every 
storm his intrigues could not divert, and seems to have worn out the ill humour of the 
people, and of the parliaments, by his perseverance; for after being frpquently exilei 
and proscribed, he returned to Paris, 3d Feb. 1653, and people and parliament received 
him with acclamations of joy. Died at Vincennes, gth March 166 1, aged 59. His 
name and fortune descended to the Marquis de la Meilleraie, the hufband of Hor«» 
tensia Manceni, his niece, who took the title of Duke of Mazarin. The first 
national assembly, in the paroxism of its zeal against court abuse, seized the estates 
of this family, blended in that of Monaco. The Duke of Nivernois is descendec^ 
from a nephew of the Cardinal of the name of MancinL He also was a protedor 
of letters, and left bis library to the college de Mazarin, which he founded.-^ 
Mazarin*$ temper was as mild as Richelieu's was fiery. His mind was less extensive 
but more methodical; less strong, but more pliant; less capable of bold ideas, but 
less liable to false ones. His politics had more of cunning, than of genius; of patience^ 
than of vigour. His talent was the knowlege of mankind; his principle, that force 
was the last means to be resorted to. — ^kichelieu was hated, Mazarin laughed at ; — ^but 
both were masters of the kingdom. One of his greatest services was his having prepare4 
the confidence of the king for— 

{17) Colbert.] Said to have been of Scotch origin. The prosperity and glory of 
Lewis XIV. the greatness of the King and the happiness of the People, should have 
rendered the name of Colbert for ever dear\o France. Yet such was the injustice of 
^he people, their hatred pursued even his body in the grave* Under his administratioa 

the 
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4ie arts acquired that degree of aplendor whkh made the reign of LewU ^IV. the 
most brilliant epocha of the French Monarchyi convineed that the fine arts alone can 
raise and immortalize an empire, he encouraged them from reason more than from 
fftthusiasm w i' » P ar negotiis nee supra. 



(18} 'Tti Lewis.] Lewis XIV. bom at St. Germain en Laye^ 5th September 
1638, came to the ibrone 1643, died Sunda]r> ist SqiC 1715. 

(19) Ye sons of science.] The academy of Sciences esteemed throqg^ all Surppe 
instituted under Lewis XIV. x666, confirmed by letters patent 17 13. 

(ao) Cpnd6.] - Louis de Bourbon the great Cond^ ai^ Henry Vicomte de Tu- 
renne, are looked upon as the two greatest captains of iheir age. The genius of 
Conde appeared greater on the day of battle, that of Turennf in the conducliiig of t 
campaign. Turenne^ when these two great men were opposed to one another, gained 
many advantages over Conde-^^Kit Arras, the Dunes^ &c. But who will pronouncf 
which was the greater man ? 

(21) Turenne.] Turenne was killed by a cannon-ball a7th July 1675, near Sals<< 
bac, aged 64, and buried at St. Denis ! I will never believe, says Madame de S^yigny^ 
but that the cannon which killed Tuxenne was diarged from all eCerpitj* 

Conde died at Fontainbleau nth December 1688, aged 66. 

{%!) Catinat] Bom 1637. It is said be was firft a lawyer and quitted ^t PTO* 
feffion on losing a caufe which he knew to be juft. He gaiped the battles of Stafard 
and Marfaille, resigned his command without regret, never complain^ aw) n^^eraiked 
for any thing. He died a philosopher as he had lived, at a small country house at St. 
Gratien. 

(23} Vauban.] Mareschal de, bom 1633, the greatest engineer that ever lived; 
he fortified after his own method 300 old places, built 33 new ones, condu£led 53 
sieges, and was present at 140 battles. 

' (24) lAixembourg.] Francis Henry de Montmorency, mareschal, duke and peer of 
France. Gained the battles of Mons, Fleurus, Steinkirke, Nerwinde, &c. conquered 

Z provinces 
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provinces for his king, was shut up in the Bastile bj the mtnisteri and received everj 
sort of mortification from the court* 

(25} Villars.] Was still alive when the poem was written. Gainedf the battle ef 
Freidling and the first battle of Hochsted or Blenheim, on the same ground as Marlborough 
occupied afterwards when he gained the glorious victory of Blenheim, He tonunand- 
ed at Malplaquet, where his army was victorious until, he was wounded and obliged 
to quit the field* After gaining many other victories, he negotiated the peace of Rad- 
Stat wkb prince Eugene whom he had beaten.^ 

(26} What Youth.] Lewis duke of Burgundy, grandson to Lewis XIV. father of 

* * , « 

Lewis XV. born 6th June 1682, died 8th February 1712. His wife, Maria Adelaide 
Savoie, died six days before him ^ed 26, then- eldest fon a few days after, and Lcwi» 
XV. was dangerously ill at the same time. 

Lewis the XV. was educated by die mild and prudent Cardinal de Fleury, who 
Urns prime minister during the first years of his reign. 

(27) Next to the royal youth.] The regent, great grandfather of the late ui»- 
happy Duke of Orleans. His charader 'cannot be better given or with more truth 
thaa in the poem ; he gave the rare and happy example of a quiet regency. His care 
of the person of the young King is die best answer to the calumnies which he was 
exposed to. 

(28) Deep thunders rolled. J The latter part of die vision airudes to die extin&ion 
of the Spaniih branch of the house of Austria, and the accession of the house of Bour<» 
hen to diat throne» 
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"No more those StatoE where mad confusion reiga'd 

Their wonted pride and arrogance retainM ; 

Thdr coimcils waver'd : Bourbon's name alone 

Baffled thor wild attempts upon the throne. 

The dauntad I^ea^ue by pvide and terror sway'd, k 

Fearful alike, to crown ban, or degrade. 

On Mayne anew, t^t tank and power bestow'd. 

Which not to them or their decrees he ow'd. 

Second where ncme was first (i), in power suprem.e. 
That king without the scxpbx and tilie name, lo 

Still by his arts the wiUiag crowd allur'd, 
Stjll in his cause their boundless zeal secur'd. 
With trembling hope to council he invites 
Those fierce avengers of his fanded rights, 
Lorraine, Nemours (2), La Chatre, Canillae, 15 

St. Pol, inconstant Joyoise, and Brissac j 

Meagre 
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Meagre and worn, their blood in battle draui'd. 

Scarcely their tott'ring limbs the chiefs sustained} 

But pain and famine, and the blood they shed. 

In their dark souls the thirst of vengeance fed« 29 

They met: and in their wild, diistracted air 

Was wounded pride, and scorn, and mad despair j 

Around their chief with eager haste they pourVl, 

And swore revenge upon the lifted sword. 

* 

So from Olympus and Thessalia's plain, te 

The giant sons of earth, an impious train, 
Heap'd rocks on rocks, and blindly, v^nly strove , 
To shake, with mortal war, the throne of Jove. 

Discord still hov'ring near, thdr councils heard^ 
Burst from her cloud and to their eyes appeared* 39 

*^ Rgoice ! rejoice ! the promisM aid is nigh. 
Now, now my sons, you conquer or you die.'* 
D' Aumale first caught the chearing sotted ; and Mayne 
Beheld afar th' approaching host of Spain. 
Wide o'er those plains their glittering arms appeared, 35 

Where Gallia's monarchs rest in death rever*d : 
The sparkling blaze they darted thro* the sky, 
Seem'd with the radiance of the sun to vie. 
To greet the strangers joyful crowds advance, 
. And bless the saviours of their faith and France. 40 

D'Egmont {3) their chief, by low ambition led 
To kiss the hand, by which his father bledj 
The father's soul with patriot ardor glow'd. 
His blood for injur'd Flanders nobly flow'd : 

He, 
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He, slave of courts, in glory's field untaught, 45 

His greatness in his country's nlin sought. 

Betrayed her rights, and yet for rebels fought. 

Fierce of his aid, \nth rash, intemp'rate pride, 

Mayne once again lus sovereign's pow'r defied^ 

What transport Henry in thy bosom rose 50 

To view the senseless courage of thy foes I 

How was thy soul with gen'rous hope elate^ 

,, Sith one great blow to fix thy country's fate. 

Where Iton flows (4) and Eure her current bends» 
By partial nature blest, a plain extends gg 

Where Flora smil'd, and fruitful Ceres re^'d ; 
Long from the happy spot had war refrain'd: 
There tranquil shepherds spent their happy hours ' 
Nor heard the tumult of contending powers: 
No treasures there, rapacious force allur'd^. 6# 

But Heav'n and poverty the weak secur'd* 
Tis there the hostile armies bent their course. 
And Eure and Iton trembled to their source ; 
The nymphs and swains desert the peaceful cot» 
Weep o'er their babes, and curse their alter'd loU \ 65 

Ye nymphs and swains rebellion's fury blame. 
But 'midst your plaints pronounce not Henry's name i 
To peace alone his martial labours tend. 
Your peace, your welfare are hks only end : 
This day, tho' Ivry's plains shall stream with bloody 70 



His sword is lifted for his country's good. 



Now 
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Now swift from rank to rank the monarch rode; 

His foaming steed exulting in his load, 

In scorn of danger paws the hollow plain. 

Champs on his bit and proudly shakes the rein. 75 

Bright With his fame and with his laurdis crown'd. 

His partners in the field thek chief surround; 

D*Aumont (5), the boast of five succeeding reigns; 

Biron (6), whose name imsuUied still remains; 

And he (7), rash youth, the most ingrate of men 'Vil 

Biron, who since — but he was virtuous then : 

Sully (8), Crillon, whose hearts with virtue glow. 

Esteemed and hated by their rebel foe; 

Tureime (9), who since with youthful Bouillon's hand 

Assumed her name, and her supreme command ; 8^ 

Sedan not long his virtuous rdgn enjoy'd, 

When Armand's jealous rule his power destroyed* 

Proudly young Essex on the plain appears; 

As the tall pahn its tufted branches rears 

High o'er the native produce of our earth» * 90 

And seems exulting in its foreign birth : 

Diamonds and gold upon Hs helmet glow'd, 

Valour's reward) by royal love bestow'dj 

Proud fete! a sov'reign's heart his merit g2un*4> 

A sov'rdgn's rights his youthful sword maintained* 95 

There too Trcmoille, Clermont. Feuquiercs, 

Unhappy Nesle and happy Lesdiguieres (io)« 

D'Ailly unconscious of approaching fete. 

Impatient round their chief the heroes wait. 

The 
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The monarch's looks exultingiy express xoo 

The certam presage of the day's success. 

Not so Mayenne : uncertain and appall'd, 
His heart surpris'd, in vain its force recalFd. 
Whether within his conscious soul he found 
That Heav'n at length upon injustice frown'd; 105 

Whether 'tis given to human minds to know 
By secret instinct, the approaching woe. 
Superior still to all that nature feels. 
His boding soul a cheering smile conceals j 
His words, his actions, in his troops awake no 

The hopes deceitful which his heart forsake. 

D'Egmont^ whose soul with youthful ardor bums. 
His anxious care with haughty rashness spurns, 
Panting for war. — ^As when the trumpet sounds. 
From Thracia's meads th' impatient courser bounds, 115 

His eyes on fire, erefl his bristling mane. 
Springs from the eartli and wildly scoras the rein. 
So to the charge impetuous D'Egmont flies ; 
Rage swells his heart, and sparkles in his eyes : 
At glory's call his dauntless soul date, 120 

Presumes, vain youth, his genius governs fate; 
Blinded by pride, unconscious that his doom 
On Ivry's plain prepar'd an early tomb. 

Now on the League th' embattled ranks advance. 
And Henry thus (11): " Ye noble sons of France, 125 

m 

Behold your king % behold his rebel foes ! 

^M2xk the white plume which from my helmet flows s 

A a Make 
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Make it your guide thro* this tempestuous \day» 
Foremost in honor's path it leads the way*" 
Prophetic triumph fir'd them as he spoke^ 
They charge, and God*s eternal name invoke* 
On either side beneath their chiefs advance> 
In direful shock, the sons of wretched France. 
Thus thro' the straits Alcides' labour binds. 
From the steep rocks rush down, opposing winds ;. 
The meeting storms the surgy billows rear>. 
Whole oceans rise contending in the air : 
Darkened the sun — dearth trembles, thunders roar. 
Expiring nature Afric's- sons deplore.^ 

What hell and war can give, their weapons join'd. 
With murd'rous steel destructive flame combined. 
First from Bayonne the double vengeance came> 
And still the dire invention bears her name. 
In horrid conflict now the squadrons close,. 
To valour, valour; art to art oppose; 
The cry of death and rage the welkin rends^ 
Fury witli fear, vnth honor pain contends ; 
In vain the brave resist, the coward flies, 
Pierc'd by the brother's hand, the brother dies* 
Nature recoils to see the crimson flood, 
And earth reluctant drinks congenial blood* 
Thro' wrecks of squadrons and expiring foes 
And threatening ranks which hostile spears oppose^ 
With force resistless, Bourbon ^breaks his way. 
But Momay (12), calm amid the dread afiray. 
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Moves like his guardian genius by his. side : 

Like gods of old in human forms bdidd. 

Who, from the realms of endless rest above,. 

On Phrygian plains in mortal combat starove 5 

Or the wing'd messengers of heav'nly ire, 160 

Who, borne on whirlwinds, wrapt in vengeful fire, 

Act the dread sentence of some guilty land. 

So, Momay bore the hero's high c<»nmand ; 

Rapid as air, to wav'ring legions iMTQUght, 

The sure decisions of superior thought, li^g 

Which fix at once the fortune of the field. 

And like one man unnumber'dL legions wield/ 

■• » 

Averse to war, to Stoic virtue true. 

To save his king alone his sword he drew-; * 

The blood of man the spotiess weapon spared, 170 

Nor gave the dteth his tranquil courage dar^d. 

With death and terror D' Ailly. fiU'd the plain, 

D'Ailly, of thirty years of warfare vain j 

To him, the horrors of domestic strife 

Gave youthful vigour in declining life: 175 

His arm one warrior only dares oppose. 

One in whose bosom equ^ ardor glows ; 

Untry'd in arms, scarce ripen'd into man. 

That bloody day his bright career began. 

Love form'd the youth for ev'ry tender joy, iSo 

And Hymen smil'd upon the blooming boy; 

But scorning all that youth and brauty gave, 

- He sigh'd for glory 'midst die great and brave. 

A a 2 How 
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How did his bride that day the Le^ue deplore^ 
As her soft hands his heavy cuirass bore, 285 

And cloath'd his tender limbs in horrid steel; 
What anguish did her heaving bosom fed ! 

Hov7 trickl'd dov^n his casque the briny tear> 
Which hid that face so lovely and so dear. 

Soon D'Ailly's provsress his attention drew, 19^ 

To meet a rival o'er the plain he flev^ ^ • 

Thro' heaps confus'd of dying and of dea4, 
Whirlwinds of dust and fields with 4^ughter red^ 
Furious they drive their steeds impetuous course^ 
Till midway closing with imbridl'd force^ ^9^ 

Earth echoes with the shock, and whizzing^ higk 
Aloft in dJJC their shiver'd lances fty*. 
As. when two summer clouds, thro' heav'n*s expanse. 
Pregnant with flame, their adverse fronts advance ; 
They meet — blue lightnings from their bosom dart, 20a 

And dire explosion stuns the human hearty 

Swift from their steeds th* impatient warriors vault>. 
Their clashing swords their adverse, bosoms sought*. 

Discord and war the horrid contest view,. 

And Death stood by with pale and bloody hue. zcy^ 

Cease, hapless warriors cease« that cage restraia! 

But fate impels ! the warning voice is vain : 

Th^ir ruthless hands the crimson torrent dies,. 

Beneath their swords the plated cuirass flies ; 

Their helmets sparkle as the blades descend, 21a 

Thro' ev*ry fold the nuissy bucklers bends 

UncouK 
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Unconscious at what heart their fury aims. 

No vulgar hate their genVous soul inflames> 

Charm'd with the valor which a foe displays,. 

Each views his mighty rival with amaze. 215 

But now from D'Ailly's aim a deadly blow 

Lays prostrate at his feet his unknown foe* 

He falls — his eyes eternal shadows close. 

His youthful face his rolling helmet shows ; 

And D'Ailly sees — Oh horror I Oh remorse! 220. 

He sees his son — a breathless mahgl'd corse i: 

De^air and frantic rage his soul possest^ 

His guilty sword he tum'd upon his breast;. 

Scarce from the. scfene of woe by force removM,. 

In sullen grief to distant worlds he rov'd,. ' . 225 

Cursing the fame his fatal sword had won^ 

The hated hand that robb'd him of his son* 

To man, to honor, to ambition dead. 

In wilds and caves his wretched self he fled; 

There, when the sun begins his bright career, 230- 

His child's sad name the woods and mountains hear ;- 

There, when the western waves his labours bounds 

Tir'd echo still repeats the dismal soundl 

Trembling for all next heav'n her soul ador'd. 
The field of blood his youthful bride explored ; 235^ 

. 'Mid the wide scene of death, her anxious view 

• • • • . 

Too soon the features of her lover knew ; 
Silent, transfix'd in senseless grief she stood; 
A chilling damp her fainting limbs bedew'd :. 

Is 
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*' Is this, alas ! '* — But, lost in bursting sighs, 240 

On her pale lip the broken accent dies : 

As life returned she sought a last embrace, 

Prest to her lips his pallid, ghastly face, 

Glasp'd his cold body, and in wild despair 

Breath'd in a kiss her tender soul in air. . 245 

Oh ! dreadful monument of civil strife, 

• • • 

ill-fated mortals — hufband — father — wife! 

May future ages with a wholesome tear 

The dismal ftory of this combat he^r 5 . , - . 

May they, while genVous pity melts their breast, 250 

Their fathers fury and their crimes detest 

But sec the League I — Its broken squadrons yield : 
Who, more than mortal drives thiem o'er the field ? 
From Biron's youthful arm they shrink dfismay*d. 
Hark 1 hear D*Aumale the dastard bands upbraid : ijig 

** Back to the field — What pale-fac*d coward flies ? 
Are you the men who fought with Mayne and Gtdse ? 
Fojlow D*Aumale, recall your former deeds, 
Forward ! you're sure to conquor where he leads.** 
Fir'd with the hero's words, Beativeau, Fosseuse, 260 

St. Pol, for boldness fam'd — for zeal, Joyeuse, 
Their rallied squadrons with the chief unite^ 
Re^ve their spirit, and renew the fight. 
False fortune changes to the rebels' side, 

Biron in vain resists the whelming tide : 265 

See brave De Ncsle expiring at Ids feet j 
A soldier's fate D'Angenne and Clermont meet. 

Wounded, 
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Wounded, o'ei'powcr'd, unable to contend — 

Oh I had his fate decreed that glorious end, 

How spotless in the long records of fame, 270 

Had France still glory'd in her Biron*s name. 

But Bourbon's eye th' unequal fight surveyed,. 
He flies with gen'rous haste tb Biron's aid. 
The king with warmth the youthful hero lov*d,. 
Not coldly with a monarch's pride approved; 2y$ 

Henry ne'er thought that friendship <:ould degrade. 
Nor that a look a subjects blood o*erpsdd : 
His manly souLwith purest friendship glow'd, 
Bestgift of heav'ny on noblest minds bestow'd^ 
Friendship', long banishU from th* ungrateful throne,. 280 

A bliss to scepter'd selfidmesa imknowji. * 
Swift ta his aid he flew, affection^s charni 
Lent wings to speed, 2»id terror to his arm*. 
The monarches voice his. parting soiil recalFd; / 

The swarm of foes,: the monarch's sword appall'd t ^S^ 

The life thy king preserved, ungrateful youth> 
Shou'd pay the debt to loyalty and truth*^ 

A noise like thunder thro' the. plain was heard,. 
Discord tremendous fresh from hell appeared; . 

The hollow hlast h^r lifted trumpet ble^ir, 290 

The scattered League aroimd her standard drew*. 
Well to D' Aumale th' infernal sound was known,, 
Long had his fury SQUght the king alone y 
But rallied by the peal which Discord rung. 
Thousands, at once upon the monarch sprung* 295 

Thus 
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Thus on tlic hardy tenant of the wood 

Springs the fierce pack, by man train'd up to blood; 

Their rage redoubrdby the sounding horn. 

Danger, and death, and toil, alike they scorn ; 

The deep ton'd thunder fills the woods around, 300 

And hills, and rocks, and caves, return the sound. 

The saint, who from above his danger view'd. 

With more than mortal strength his son endu'd; 

Firm as the rock which nature's fury braves^ 

Turns the dark tempest and repells the waves, 305 

What heaps of dead JEure's blushing current bore. 

What heros fell upon her winding shore! 

Tliou spirit of the bravest, best of kings. 

Inspire the trembling muse, for thee she sings : 

Say with what zeal his noble chiefs advance, 310 

To die for him who fights for them and Fr^Ce. 

His sword again spread terror and defeat. 

His fatal rage when D'E^ont dar'd to meet : 

Rash stranger! long with youthful ardor vain. 

He sought the monarch thro' th* embattl'd plain; 315 

What in the great attempt tho' life were lost. 

He deem'd the glory equal to the cost. 

Come, Bourbon ! come, augment thy fame,'' he cried. 

Advance, and let our swords this day decide/' 
Scarce had his lips pronounced the daring thought, 3 20 

Foreboding lightnings rent the heav'nly vault. 
The Judge of combat bid his thunders roar. 
Earth trembling own'd the God from shore to shore. 
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" Miiie be theomen!" D^Egmont cries. — His mind 

The cause of Heav'ji with his ambition join'd, 325 

And proudly deem'd th' eternal bolts were hurl'd 

To spread his future glory to the world, 

Heav'ns ! how he triumph'd when the crimson tide 

From Henry's breast (13) his daring weapon dy'd! 

No weak alarm ^e wounded hero knew, 33a 

His courage with increasing danger grew i 

■ 

His lofty soul exulted to engage 

A rival worthy of a monarch's rage > 

With force collected darting on his foe. 

His steady arm address'd a surer blow ; 33^ 

Stung with his wound and furious from the smart, 

He plimg'd the shining blade in D'Egmont's heart. 

Whose angry soul sunk down to endless night. 

And fled abash'd his father's angry sprite* 

Warriors whose valour was Iberia's boast> 340 

Then 'twas that fear first reach'd your gen'rous host* 

Their laurels drooping with their hero slain. 

From rank to rank surprise and terror gain ; 

No leader^s voice was heard, no troops obey'd. 

Soldiers and chiefs, confounded and dismay'd, 345 

In wild disorder o'er the country spread, 

With cries unmanly from their standard fled- 

These, to the victor's chain their hands. extend> 

And prostrate at his feet inglorious bend ; 

These, from his rage to Eure's deep current run,. 350 

And rush upon the fate they sought to shun. 

Bb With 
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With slaughter choak'd, with bloody torrents soil'd. 
Back on her source the frighted stream recoU*d« 

Mayne, in the wreck superior to his fate. 
Feared not, but deeply felt his wretched state ; 355 

His anxious eyes he cast around the field. 
To see what good rfie sad reverse might yield : 
" By Heav'n betray'd, of friends, of hope bereft. 
Death,'' cries D^Aumale,'' is all the good that's left.'* 
" Cease," Mayne replied, ^ rash youth, that rage restraint 360 
Live, and make Fortune spend her shafts in vain; 
Beaten, do more than Coligny could dare. 
Rally our chiefs, our broken hopes repair; 
The scatter'd fragments, of the war collect. 
Behind our walls the trembling herd protect." 365 

He heard in sullen silence iuidobey'd. 
And wept his fate unwillingly delay'd : 
As some fierce lion, by his keeper tam'd. 
Forgets with him, what rage his veins inflam'd, 
Fawns on his hand, but e'en as he obeys 370 

A threat'ning look his native rage betrays. 

Now was the monarch's victory complete. 
The League defenceless crouch'd beneath his feet; 
Heav'n open'd wide; the bright stherial space 
Shew'd Lewis with the heroes of his race;, 375 

Anxious that mercy should adorn his name, 
And glorying in their son's unrivall'd fame. 
His troops around with boding looks pursue 
The captive victims to their vengeance due; . ^ 

Silent 
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Silent the trembling crew around him wait, 380 

And from their conqueror's eye, expect their fate* 

Despair and shame was painted in their look, . 

Their pallid limbs with guilty terror shook : 

Pensive the hero view'd the moving scene. 

While pity softened his nuyestic mien. 385 

" Be free," he cried, " on you the choice depends^ 

Remain my enemies, or be my friends ; 

Subjects to me, or slaviK beneath the League> 

By justice rul'd, or tools o£ vile intrigue -, 

Weigh Mayne's ambition with your monarch's dain^ 390 

And judge who best deserves a sovereign's name." 

The hero ceas'd — ^the crowd with wonder view'd» . 

Passion and power by clemency subdu'd ; 

The captive squadrons hail the happy hoivr, "" 

Bless the defeat which gave them to hb power ; 395 

False zeal and hatred from their souls depart. 

Force bow'd their necks, but mercy won their heart.. 

Rang'd with the banners which so late thcj dar'd, 

Thdr crimes were venial, with thor zeal .compar!d; 

The gen'rous victcx* sheath'd the bloody steel, 400 

The charms of mercy now his squadrons feel » 

Ii> terror cloth'd, and red with blood, no more 

His arm from rank to rank destruction bore; 

But like some God who lays his thunder down> 

He calms the tempest, smooths the gloomy frown» 405 

Wipes the big blood-drop from his awful brow. 

Smiles on the earth and waves the olivcrbough. 

B b 2 Twas 
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fTwas not enough in fields of death to save, 

Bourbon prolongs the life his mercy gave } 

A father's care to ev'ry rank extends, 410 

Relieves the wretched, and the weak defends. 

Now the swift messenger of truth and lies, 

Whose empty bulk increases. as she flies; 

Whose wings put-strip the tardy flight of Time, 

Who fills the world, and darts from clime to clime; 415 

The monster form'd of mouths, of eyes, and ears. 

Round whom credulity, and hopes, and fears. 

And gaping curiosity await; 

Who, spreads the shame and honor of the great. 

Lifts the clear trump whence glory takes its birth, 426 

And Henry's triumph echoes thro' the earth : 

From Tagus to the Po the voice was heard, 

The frozen north the monarch's glory cheer'd : 

Rome trembl'd as shp own'd her rival's fame ; 

Spain heard th^ sound with sorrow, fear, and shame. 425 

Then how the League, how wretched Paris griev'd ! 
Ye priests, decdvers, ye weak crowd, deceiv'd ; 
How are your foreheads humbl'd to the ground. 
Shame thro' your temples, and despair, resound. 
Does Mayne again^ with groundless hope replete, 430 

With fiatt'ring tales disguise his sad defeat ? 
Vain care — Truth mocks the shallow statesman's art, ; 
Speaks from each tongue and freezes ev'ry heart. 

But Discord, stung vrith tenfold fiiry, cried. 

No, no, my work shall never be dcstrby'd : ^ 4 J5 

For 
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For tUs, vrith crimes unheard was Paris fill'd } 

For this, the venom which my hreath distill'd ; 

For this, the flames I light, the blood I shed. 

To place the Gallic crown on Henry's head I 

Great as he is, unconquer'd in the field, 440 

Who foik my power — to softer art shall ^eld : 

Bourbon no conqu'ror but himself can own; 

I'll seek that conqu'ror in lus heart alone." 

She spoke I a blood-stain'd car the monster bore, 

By hatred led, from Seine's unhappy shore ; 445 

Wrapt in a cloud, to Love they bent their flight. 

The sun tum'd pale and sicken'd at the sight. 



NOTES 




NOTES 



TO 



CANTO VIII. 



(i) Second inhere none was fint] Mxyns^ who potsMsed more than kingly 
power, did not dare askune the name, bat got himself created Lieutenant General of 
the kingdom by diat part of the Parliament which still remained attached to him* 

(2) The Duke de Nemours, half-brother to die Duke de Mayne^ of the boiM of 
Lorraine. 

La Chatre, one of die League's mareschals, who were .ludicrously called Bastards 
who would one day be legitimated at die expence of their father : he made his peace 
with Henry on con<Udon of being confirmed in his dignity. 

Joyeuse, ahready mentioned, Canto IV. Note (i). 

St. Pol, a soMter of fortune, known by his exceaive violence i he was killed by 
die Duke de Guise son of the Balafri. 

Brissac threw himself into the League from resentment against Henry IIL who said 
he was good for nothing, either by sea or land : he negotiated secredy with Henry and 
opened the gates of Paris to him on condition of being made Maresdial of France. 
His descendant was governor of Paris at the Revolution 1789. See Note (12), 
Canto IL 

(3) The count D'Egmont^ son of die Admiral who was beheaded at Bruxelles 
with the Prince de Horn by Philip IL The son remained in the interest of Phih'p 
and was sent by him with 1500 lanCes to the succour of the Duke of Mayne and 
the League. Among the compliments paid him by the rebels on his entrance into Paris 
were some on the patriotism of his &ther : ^ Do not mention him," he cried, ^ hfB 
was a rebel and deserved the death he met." . 

(4) Where Iton flows.] The battle of Ivry was fought in a plain between the 
rivers Iton and Eure, 14th March 1590. 

(5) D'Aumont] 
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(5} D^Aumont.J Jean— -mareschal of France, who distinguished huxiself at the 
battle of Ivry> was the son of Pierre D'Aumont, gentleman of the bed-chamber, and 
Frances de Sully heiress of the ancient house of Sully. He served under Henry IL 
Francis II. Charles IX. Henry III. Md Henry IV, - - 

(6) Biion.] Henry Gontaud, mareschal of France, grand master of the artil- 
lery. He commanded the reserve at Ivry and contributed much to the victory. He 
said to Henry the Fourth^ on the field of battle, ^ Sire, you have done what Biron 
should have done, and Biron has done what the King should have done.** 

(7) And he J] His son, Charles Gontaudde Biron^ mareschal, duke^ and peer^ 
whose life Henry saved at the battle of Fontaine Franfoise. He conspired against 
him, and was beheaded in the court of the Bastile in 1602. When the Bastile was. 
destroyed I saw the' iron wcN-k of his scafiold still* in the. walls.. 

(8). Rosny, Due de SuUy. See Notes, Canto L Page 23 and a^i. 

• 

Crillon, siunamed the Brave— he offered Henry to fight the Duke de Guise. To 
CriUon Henry IV wrote^— <^* Hang yourself, brave Crillon, we fought at Arques.and 
you were not there : adieu, brave Crillon, right or wrong I must love you.'^ ^ 

(9} Turenne.} Hemy de la Tour D'Orliegues, viscount de Turenne, mareschal of 
France. Henry IV. married him to Charlotte de la Mark princess of Sedan in 159U 
The very night of his wedding he took Stenay by assault. His son, condemned to 
l)eat1i under Lewi$ XIII. for the part he took in Cinq Mar's conspiracy against 
Armand Cardinal de Richelieu, gave up the sovereignty of Sedan to save his life. 

( 10) Lesdiguieres.] No man ever better deserved the name of happy : he began as a 

m 

private soldier and ended by being constable of France under Lems XIII. 

(11) Henry thus.} These were, as nearly as I could express them in rhyme, the 
very words of Henry when he charged at the head of his noblesse at Ivry— ->^ Rally by 
my white phime; you will see it always on the road of honour and glory.'* 

(12) Mornay.] See Notes, Canto L Page 23 and 24. He had two horses killed 
under him at this battle and really possessed all the coobess for which, he is here 
remarked. 

(13) From Henry's breast.] It was not at Ivry, but at the battle of Aumale that 
Henry was wounded — ^he pbced in his own guasxis the soldier who wounded him.. 
Mornay on this occasion wrote t6 him— ^^ Sire, you have been[Alcxander bng enough, 
it is time to become Caesar.-— It is our business to die for your Majesty i your glory. 
Sire, and I will presume to say it> your duty ia to live for us." 

CANTO 
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Description of the Palace of Love,— piapord implpres his ud to hend the uii* 
conquerable courage of Henry IV.— Description of GabrieUe D'Etrce.— Henry, 
passionately enamoured widi her, quits his army, and loses the advantages of 
his victory at Iviy. 'Monday seeks' Urn in his retreat, tears him from the 
arms of his mistress, and restores him to his army. 



HENRIADE. 



CANTO IX. 



Where &m'd Idalia's (0 blissful plains extend. 

As Europe's bounds begin and Asia's end. 

An ancient palace stands, by Time tever'd : 

Nature herself the first rude fabric rear'd ; 

But soon disd^ning Nature's simple taste, ; 

Intruding Art the modest structure grac'd. 

No tyrant Winter there despoU'd the grove, 

Silenc'd the feather'd warblers notes of loves 

Or bound the murm'ring rill in icy chains : 

Eternal verdure crown'd those happy phuns. lo 

No laboTir earth reqmr'd, no season knew, 

Unhid by men the smiling harvest grew; 

Round the ripe fruit the timid blossom tmn'd. 

And Flora's presents with Pomona's join'd. 

Not wanton Nature when her rdgn began, 15 

Such blessings lavish'd on her fev'tite man; 

C c 2 The 
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« 

The thoughdess joy which from abundance flows> 

Days without care, and nights of soft repose : 

All that deludes the mind and charms the sense» 

All Eden once could boast — but Innocence. 20 

Sweet music wafted on the balmy breeze. 
Invited languor and voluptuous ease; 
While am'rous lays in iluket notes proclaim 
The lover's triumph, and the fair one's shame. 

There, to the laughing God, in flow'rs array'd, 25 

The graceful throng their daily homage paid. 
And study'd at his shrine the fatal art 
To please, seduce, and captivate the heart. 
Young Hope, in flattering smiles for ever gay^ 
To Love's mysterious altar leads the way: . 30 

The Graces round, half-veil'd and half in sight. 
Enticing motion with their vwce unite ^ 
While Indolence, luxurious, stretch'd along. 
Listless and loit'ring, listens to the song. 

There, silent Myst'ry, with the veil she wears, 3^ 

And eyes conversing with the soul, appears ; 
Attentive tender Cares,, and Sports, and Smiles, 
And wanton Mirth, and all that thought beguiles.} 
Lascivious pleasures, group'd with graceful ease. 
With soft Desires that more than Pleasure please. 40 

Such the delightful entrance of the dome : 
But farther, if with guardless step you roam 
And thro* the deep recess audacious pry, 
What aker'd scenes of mis'ry strike your ^e I 
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No pleasures form'd in playful groups invite^ 45 

No dulcet sounds the ravish'd ears delight; 
No tender cares: — But in their place appear 
Sullen Complaint, and cloy'd Disgust, and Fear^ 
There, fever'd Jealousy with livid hue. 

Unwinds with falfring steps Suspicion's clew; 5a 

Arm'd with the blood-stain'd instruments of death. 
There, Rage and Hatred spread their poison'd breath; 
While Malice, brooding over secret guile. 
Repays their labours with a treachVous smile; 
Remorse, that never sleeps, brings up their rear, 55 

Hates his own deeds,- and drops a. barren tear. 

There, Love, capricious child, has fix'd his reign,. 
With Pdns and Pleasures for his motley train ; 
Cruel and kind by turns, but ever blind. 

That dear delight, that torment of mankind, 60 

Thro* ev*ry camp, thro* ev'ry senate glides. 
Commands the warrior, o'er the judge presides i^ 
Still welcome to the heart, he still deceives. 

Pants in each breast, and thro*^ all nature lives. 

« 

High on a throne, of endless conquest vain,. 65 

He bids the monarch drag his sc^rvile chain; 
And glorying less to please, than to destroy,. 
In scenes of woe exults with savage joy* 

Him, Discord sou^t, by rage relentless led ; 
The timid Pleasures knew the fiend, and fled; 70 

Her eyes were fire, fresh blood her forehead dy'd. 
Around she whirl'd her flaming torch, and cry'd: 

•* Why 
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" Why srleeps my brother o'er Iris poison'd darts ? 
Where now his boasted power o'er human hearts ? 
Did ever Love the flames of Discord waft, 75 

Or Discord's venom tinge Love's deadly shaft ? 
Did I for thee, bid madd'ning worlds engage ? 
Arise, avenge my insults, serve my rage ; 
Behold a conqu'ring king my pow'r defy ! 

Crush'd by his hand, behold my serpents die ! 80 

See dove-ey'd Mercy smiling by his side. 
His steps thro' fields^of civil slaughter guide ; 
See to his standard ev'ry heart returns 
While I my falling empire vainly mourn : 
Let him, let her^ obtain one conquest more, 85 

Paris is his, and Discord's rdgn is o'er : 
Her smiles will ^d the triumph which he gains. 
Then what is left for me but hopeless chains ! 
Tis Love must turn this torrent from its course. 
And soil his glories in thdr limpid source; 90 

Spite c^ the virtues which adorn his mind. 
In am'rous chsdns that haughty spirit bind. 
Can Love forget what heroes once he charm'd. 
Whom at her feet fair Omphale disarm'd ? 
Whose purple sails before Ai^dtus flew, 95 

Who lost the world for Egypt's queen and you ? 
To these proud trophies Henry's name unite. 
Beneath your myrtles all his laurels blight: 
You serve yourself, when you my throne maintain. 
For Love ^nd Discord must together rdgn/* 100 

So 
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So spoke the monster^ and the vaults around 

Tremblings cast back on earth the dreadful sound;. 

Love heard^ and answered with a doubtful smile, ^ 

Where half was sweetness, half insidious guile t 

His golden quiver o*er lus shoulder thi^w, 105 

And gliding soft thro' yielding azure flew,. 

Pleasure, the Graces, and unthinking Sport, 

Borne by the 2)ephyrs> form'd his wanton court. 

Fois'd on his even wings, he looked with joy 
On Simois, and the pl^n inhere once was Troy ^ no 

A smae tiac triumph of hi. W bct«yd. 
To see the mighty ruin Love had made, 
(ki Venice, long were bent his partial eye8> 
From the blue main where gilded domes arise t 
Old Neptune view'd it piercing thro^ the wave> 115 

Own'd the audacious conquest and forgave. 
To i^un'd Sicilia next his flight he bends. 
Stoops on Hs purple pinions, and descends 
Where he himsdf inspir'd the Mantuan swain> 
And taught Theocritus his tender strain % 120 

There, Fame rqports, hy ways unknown, he led 
The amVous stream (2) to Arethusa's bed^ 
Now on his downy sails he seeks Yaucluse (3),, 
Retreat of Petrarch's love and Petrarch's muse ^ 
Fond Echo still Kmembers Laura's name,. 125 

And what she gave in love repays in fame. 
£ure*s winding banks his fond attention draw. 
Where his own work, Anet's (4) proud dome^ he saw;. 

The 
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The fretted roof still Henry's cypher grac'd, 

By Love himself with fair Diana's plac'd. 130 

The Graces dropt a crystal tear, and threw • 

Around her urn fresh roses as they flew. 

His wings at length on Ivry's plain he clos'd> 
Where Bourbon's thunder for a time repos'd ; 
But as the natives of the wood he chas'd^ 135 

His manly sports war's dreadful image trac'd. 
Love spread his chains, and sharp'ning ev'ry dart. 
Inhuman pleasure bounded in hjjs heart 
" Arise ye winds," he cried, " the storm prepare^ 
Collect the pregnant clouds, and dim the air ; 140 

The hanging torrents from their bosoms pour. 
Bid forked lightnings fly, and thunders roar*" 
The blust'ring slaves his will too soon obey'd, 
Theu- dusky pmions spread a moving shade ; 
O'er Nature's charms dark low'ring mists they drove, 145 

She wept the change,* and knew the work of Love. 

Benighted and alone, the king pursu'd 
A light that glimmer'd thro' the distant wood : 
Love shook Us torch, and cast the treach'rous ray, 
Like earth-bom vapours glitt'ring to betray: 150 

Which lead the traVller to the fatal brink. 
Then leave him to his wretched doom and sink. 

Fate so decreed, in this sequester'd spot. 
Retreat and calm, a noble fair-one sought; 
Far from the tumult of contending arms, 1^5 

A solitary castle hid hejr charms, . 

Her 
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Her tender form from all mankind concealed, 

While war detsdn'd her father in the field. 

But while Ks sovereign's toil the vet'ran shared. 

His lovely child the fost'ring graces rcar'd. 1 60 

D'Etree (5), (that name the favoured mortal bore) 

Of. ev'ry charm exhausted nature's store. 

Not on £urota*s banks, so beauteous shone 

The faithless partner (6) of the Spartan throne j 

Not she who conquer'd (7) whom the world obey'd, 165 

On Cydnus when in pomp of charms array'd, 

Mortals deceived, in awful rapture gaz'd» 

And incense to the present goddess blaz'd. 

Scarce had she gained the charming dang-rous years, 

Too sure a sway, when rismg passion bears. 170 

Pure as heaVn's image in the crystal deep. 

Ere clouds arise, when wanton zephyrs sleep ; 

Her breast for love and genVous feeling form'd. 

No sigh had heav'd, no tender passion warm'd. 

In vain the beauties of the budding rose, 175 

From am'rous winds, its modest folds enclose ; 
As vernal suns each timid charm display. 
It yields, and blushing, owns the genial ray* 

Love, treach'rous god, still fertile in deceit, 
Long sought the maid, yet seemVl by chance to meet. 1 80 

A shepherd's boy he came> in outward shew. 
His back no quiver bore, his hand no bow: 
Careless he cried, — ^but so that she mi^ht hear, 
" See Ivry's hero thro* our groves appear ! 

Dd See 



2o6 THE HENRIADE. 

See Henry comes ! *' but with his voice conveys 185 

A secret wish to see him, and to please. 

A conscious blush difius'd a livelier hue. 

Love felt its charm, and glory'd in the view. 

Certain to triumph with such beauty's aid, 

Full in the monarch's sight he placed the maid : . 1 90 

Around her dress he threw that careless air, 

It seem'd what Nature's self would clKx>se to wears 

Her auburn locks vi easy tresses play*d,^ 

Now hid her snowy neck, and now betray'd; 

No muse can paint what playful zephyr showed, 195 

> 

Nor tell the charms which modesty bestow'd : 

Not the stiff airs which prudish virtue arm. 

The foes of love, the bane of ev'ry. charm : . 

Sweet, bashful grace, that bends the timid eye. 

Spreads o*er the glowing cheek a heav'nly dye, 200 

With soft respect Love's wildest transport blends 

And bliss celestial to his triumph lends. 

But Love does more : for Love what pow'r can bound ? 
A charm invincible he calls around, 

Their tender boughs enchanted myrtles spread, 205 

Rise from the earth and w^ve their taper head : 
Deluded mortals seek their tempting shades. 
The secret charm their languid sense invades ; 
Around, a stream in lulling murmur flows. 
Of deep forgetfulness and soft repose; 210 

Bound in his chains no more they seek to move; 
Fajne, honor, duty, what are you to Love ? 

Here 



I 



THE HENRIADE. 20/ 

Here all alike the sweet delusion shafe^ 

Andbr^the delicious poison with the air. 

All whispers love, the birds on ev*ry spray 215 

Prolong the kiss, and swell the am'rous lay ; 

The hardy swain, who with the peep of dawn, 

Jocund and careless sought the russet lawn. 

Heaves as he goes involuntary sighs; 

Unusual troubles in hjs breast arise, 220 

Beat in his pulse, his loit'ring feet retain; 

Neglected lye the treasures of the plain : 

The same soft charm the trembling maid deceives. 

The flocks forgot, the sheaf unbound she leaves. 

How could D'Etree with such a power contest 1 225 

A god invincible her $oul possest. 

In vain, alas I that fatal day she strove 

With youth, with glory, with her heart and love. 

In vsdn a rising voice in Henry*s breast^ 

Back to his* ranks the love4ost hero prest; 230 

A pow'r unseen repelTd the gen'rous thought. 

His virtue vainly in himself he sought ; 

His soul empassion'd, deaf to h($nor*s call. 

Could hear but love, D'Etree possessed it all. 

Meanwhile his chiefs, impatient on the plain, 235 

His absence mourn'd, and sought their king in vain ; 
A thousand dangers for his life appeared. 
But for his fame what danger could be fear'd ? 
No hope of victory the troop inspired. 

Lost was their ardor wheii their chief retir'd. 240 

D d 2 But 
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But the good Genius of the reahn was near, 
To rouse their spirit and dispel their fiear* 
Summoned by Lewis, from the realms of light 
Downward the spirit shap'd his rapid flight. 
Around this earthly planet cast his eyes> 245 

To find below a mortal truly wise. 
Not in the noisy school, or silent cell . . 

Where prayer, and meagre fast, and study dwell > 
But midst the tumult of the martial train^ 
With rest and conquest flushed, on Ivry's plain, 250 

Where Calvin's banners to the sky were rcar'd. 
The man he sought, the real sage appeared. 
Mornay was he. — Heav'n farm'd the man, to show 
That reason's light may guide us. here below; . 
Plato her voice, and good Aurelius heard, 255 

She led the Pagan right, when Christians err'd* 
Such modest sweetness tempered manly sense. 
When Mornay censur'd, none could take offence ^ 
For truth by him, in, winning forms conveyed. 
Taught but the virtues which his life display'd^ 260 

His heart still lean'd the faults of men to bear. 
While wisdom told him, all men had their share ; 
But *midst surrounding vices ever pure. 
Nor ease nor; pleasure could his soul allure; 
So thro' the bosom of the briny tides, 265 

Thy limpid stream, fair Arethusa, glides. 
And still unsully*d by surrounding waves. 
Its taste unmix'd, its crystal brightness saves. 

By 
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By friendship guided, genVous Mornay came 
Where Henry loiter d, mindless of his fame; 276 

The artful god prolonged his am'rous trance^ 
And in her hero rul'd the fate of France. 
No sameness there the varied bliss destroyed. 
No languor chill'd, no forward pleasure cloy'dj 
Each vdsh attained, anotlier wish inspires; 275 

Each new enjoyment leads to new desires : 
Such vary'd ways to please, love taught D'Etree, 
Nor time nor habit, stole one charm away. 
The tyrant blush'd with anger, as he view'd 
Mornay and wisdom on his reign intrude : 280 

Revengeful instinct tum*d him to his dart. 
And aim'd the deadly shaft at Mornay 's heart. 
His anger and his arms the sage defy'd. 
His breast the bounding arrow tum'd aside : 
Impatient for the mcmarch's lonely hour> 285 

He rov'd indignant thro' th' enchanted bower. 

Where silver streams enclose a myrtle grove> 
Sacred to mystery and timid Iove» 
With all her charms D'Etree her lover blest : 
Now flames consume, now languor fills his bneasjt; 29a 

Soft drops of pleasure glistened in her eyes, 
Vohiptuous tears, that love knows how to jHize : 
No coy reserve the burmng bliss restrain'd> 
Fond passion, prodigal of pleasure, rdgn'd ; 
Love's speechless eloquence their lips employ, 295 

Short sighs and gentle murmurs speak their joy : 

Their 
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Their panting hearts with glowing transport swell, 
Which love alone inspires, alone can tell. 

Young Pleasures, sporting in luxurious ease, 
And infant Cupids on his armour seize ;' 300 

Some dragged the bloody cuirass o'er the ground. 
Or from his thigh, . the ponderous blade unbound ; 
Some from the casque the crystal torrent pour*d, 
Wash'd off the crimson spot that stain'd the sword. 
And laugh as in their feeble hands they wield 305 

The crown's support, the terror of the field. 

Discord, who view'd him with insulting spite. 
In savage accents spoke her fierce delight ; 
Rous'd up the League, the happy moment prest. 
Cherished her drooping serpents in her breast ; 310 

And while the monarch languished in repose. 
Blew the shrill blast, that gathered all his foes. 

A conscious blush on Henry's forehead glow'd 
As Momay met him in the soft abode : 

Silent at first the mutual look they feared, 315 

But in that silence all the mind appeared : 

» 

The down-cast eye to Henry's soul convey'd, 
HoW wide from virtue and from fame he stray'd. 
The gentlest touch of blame we scarce endure^ 
How oft we. lose the friend we mean to cure j 320 

But Henry thus : — " My friend, be ever dear. 
Who speaks of virtue still is welcome here j 
Come to my heart, which still for glory burns j 
My fame, my spirit, with my friend returns; 

Away 
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Away the sweets of vile ignoble rest ! 

The soft delusion which my soul posscst I 

Far be the slave enamour'd of his chains ; 

This last great conquest o'er myself remains : , 

Glory beams forth — and love no more shallsway ; 

The blood of Spain shall wash the stain away." 

" There," Momay cried, " the monarch's voice I own j 

There spoke the guardian of the Gallic throne : 

Love, thus subdu'd, adds lustre to your state; 

Blest who ne'er feels it, — but who conquers, great.'' 

As Henry's lips pronounc'd the last farewel. 
What adverse passions in his breast rebel : 
Full of the beauty he adores and flies, • 
He blames his tears, but tears .still fill his eyes : 

4 

Now Momay calls, now tender love ret^ns \ 

He goes, returns, and going still remains : 

But when she languish'd in his last embrace. 

Colour and life forsook her lovely face ; 

A sudden night obscur'd her radiant eyes : 

The God beheld — ah: echo'd wid^ his cries ; 

He trembled, lest the envious shades of night 

Should rob his empire of a nymph so bright. 

And quench for ever 'midst th' unfeeUng dead. 

The flames those heav'nly eyes were form'd to spread: 

He prest the drooping beauty in his arms. 

With gentle sounds recalled her faded charms; 

Her eyes half rais'd, she sought her love in vain, 

Sigh'd out his nam&, and dropp'd their lids again. 
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Again to life and love he call'd the fair. 

And bid young Hope repeat the tender prayer. 

But Momay's soul nor grief nor beauty move, 355 

Virtue and glory triumph over love : 

The vanquish'd God with sullen shame withdrew. 

And far from Anet's domes indignant flew. 
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CANTO DC, 



( t) V^HERE &mM Idalia's.] This description of the Palace and the Court of 
Love is entirely allegorical : It is not die Son of Venus and the God of Fable that 
the Poet paints, but the most violent paffion of the human soul, widi all the pains». 
the pleasures, die fatal and unaccountable disosders which accompany it. He has 
chosen the Island of Cyprus for his scene, because its inhabitants were supposed ta 
be more under the influence of this passion than those of any other countcy t There, 
a particular worship was paid to the God who inspired it,, and to his mother^ the 
Goddess of Beauty : Love was there the only business of life. How shallow are 
those philosophers who seem to treat it with a sort of contempt in their sjrstems of 
morality.-^Whoever will reflect upon it, I believe, wiU own that in some shape or 
other it governs mankind during more dian three parts of their life, and that those 
minds which possess most energy and activity are most sulqect to it Some traits of 
Love are certainly most beautifully painted in this nindi Canto $ but the beginning) 
the progress, the fatal end, all the delirium of the passion» are no where so well 
described as in die fourth book of Virgil's Mndd^ 

(2) The amorous Streanu]. The loves of Alpheus and Arethusa are, I think, 
told in Ovid. Love guided the river Alpheus by subterraneous passages to the bed of 
the nymph Arethusa. 

(3) Vauduse.] Near Gordes, in Provence, famous for being die retreat of the 
Poet Petrarch. The. fountain which he so often sung is most romantically placed in 
a dark cavern in the side of a mounuin; it is un&thomable, and clear as crystal as 
far as the eye can reach : from it spring several rivulets which water the delightful 

E e valleys 
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valleys of Lile and Carpentras. Laura, the beautiful and virtuous object of Petrarch*s 
ardent affection during twenty years before her death, and twenty years after^ was the 
wife of Hugues de Sades, of a noble family which still exists at Avignon* In a letter 
to his friend, the Bishop of Lombes, is a most eloquent description of his feelings: 
^< Would to heaven, my friend, that what I feel were the effect of an heated imagina- 
tion (for it seems the good prelate thought his passion the production of a Poet's 
fancy): No, we may act the fury, the delirium of a fever, but who can assume the 
pallid countenance, the weak and tottering limbs that real sickness only can produce ? 
How often have you witnessed all these symptons in me, how often have you pitied 
your wretched Petrarch." After having spent two whole years at Vaucluse in hopes 
to get the better of his passion, and wean his soul from this enchanting woman, 
he cries, ^^ It is all in vain, her phantom still haunts my solitude, still pursues my 
steps: Thrice in the silence of the night it entered my apartment and stood before 
/my couch ; I started from my sleep, and through the darkness and inclemency of a 
winter's night followed the lovely shade through rocks and caverns till it vanished and 
left me forlorn and alone.'' Nothing can be more pathetic than the lines written with 
his own handinhi« Virgil, which is "preserved in the Ambrpsian Library at Milan. 
He tdls the year, the day, the hour,* the spot where he first saw her; her shape, her 
air, her dress, the minutest circumstances were deeply engraved upon his mind : He 
then describes in a few words his feelings when he heard of her death, which v^as 
occasioned by the plague at AvigtTon, while she was yet in the bloom of beauty.-— 
She is interred in the chiirch. of the Cordeliers at Avignon, .where Petrarch first saWi 
her: On her tomb is an inscription almost illegible. Opposite to her lies the brave: 
Crillon:*- 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave !*^ 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave. 

(^) Anet] Was built by Henry 11. for his beautiful mistress Diane de Poitiers $* 
her cypher, interwoven with Henry's, foimed the ornament of the cielings ; and on the 
waUs are still seen her devices, ii^th an arrow and the words C$nsequitur quod cunqtit 
petit : Sure to attain its aim.«-A Diana treading on a Cupid-^with Omnium vicUrem 
vici : I conquered him who conquers all. Her favours, it is said, were first enjoyed 
by Francis II. as the price of her father's life, condemned for favouring the desertion 
of the connetable de Bourbon. Every age of a beautiful woman probably has its 
particular charms. Helen, by all the rules of chronology, must have been much past 
fifty, and had led a li*b not the most favourable to the preservation of beauty— « 

■ When war-worn vct'rans own'd, 
A look from her o'erpaid their ten campaigns. 
And Priam smird upon his rav^ig'd plains. 
Ninon de TEnclos, past eighty, inspired the most violent passions, and was not 

much 
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much younger Whcui her son> who loved her to distraction, discovered her to be 
bis mother) and killed himself in- despair. Diane de Poitiers was much past the 
bloom of youth, near fifty perfiaps, when she captivated the young heart of Henry IL 
$he was . created dutcbess of Valentinois after the death of her husband, the grand 
coonetable^ to whom she was married very young) but not before her adventure 
with Francis L The disparity of age between her and^Henry IL gave rise to z thou« 
^and fix>Iish stories of philtres and enchantments. It is certain he remained most ten- 
derly attached to her till he was killed at a tournament l^ Montgomery, still wearing 
her cdours, black and white, for the lovely widow whom he served. — ^With beauty 
and irresistable grace and manners; Diana possessed a dignity of spirit which in 
Uie. most trying moments triumphed over the malice of her enemies. When torn 
from the Icing, that her sorrow might not disturb his last moments, the Queen 
Catherine of Medicis (See Note ( 13^), Canto II.) sent her an insolent message to restore 
the ^jewels and ornaments she had. received from Henry. ^ Is he then dead ?— *' No» 
but. he cannot survive.-^^' Go then and tell the Queen, that while 4ie breadies I 
pbey no will but bis ! — and when he breathes no more, I too shall be out of the power 
of my enemies.*'-— However she did not, die for him. Brantone saw her at Orleans^ 
fresh ;uid beautiful as ever, at the age of 70,, sitting^ her horse as gracefully as at 
fifteen. ^ No eyes,'* he says, ^ could bdiold her without the heart feeling the softest 
emotions :-«her beauty, her grace, her dignity, had lost nothing of their lustoe; the 
whiteness and softness of her skin, for which no art or paint had ever been employed, 
was above all enchantii^.*' " I do firmly believe," adds this enamoimd author, ^ that 
if this lovdy dutchess had lived to be an hundred, so admirably formed were her 
limbs, so perfect her features, of so particular a nature her whole person, she would 
have defied the power of time. What pity earth should ever cover so much beauty.*' 
.M^ot only Anet, but the Castle of St. Germain eo Laje^ was buih in honor of' 
and in the fi>nn of a D» 



. (5) D'Etree.] Gabridle, of an ancient house in Picardy, daughter and gfand« 
daughter of a Grand*master of Artillery, mtoied to the Seigneur de Liancourt, and 
afterwards Dutchess of Beaufort. Henry fell in love with her during the siege of 
Paris 'f in one of his visits to her he was very near beii^ taken as he past the enemy's 
camp in the disguise of a peasant. His passion got so entire an ascendency over his reason^ 
that at length she prevailed upon him to promise ta divorce his wife Margaret of Valois 
^md marry her. He had actually sent to Rome to procure a dispensation. The Pope 
Clement VIII. was eaiceedmgly embarrassed : I have read that, one day, after having 
cachaustjed all the ordinary means of politics, he rose from the council, retired to his 
omtory, returned, and cried, ^ God will settle this nutter.** The sudden deadi of 
^ beautiful Gabrielle saved Henry from this disgrace, and his country probably horn, 
great misfortunes. At the approach of Easter she withdrew from the king, that he 
* ' £ e 2 might 
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might widi more decency fulfil the religious duties of the season. He accompanied 
her half*way to Paris ; the excess of their grief at a separation intended to be so short 
liad something prophetic in it. She could scarcely be torn from his arms, and often re- 
peated that €he was there for the last time. She was then with child for die fourth 
time« Henry was not less affectedi on her arrivsd at Paris she dined at the financier 
Zanct's, where she was to lodge: it was Holy Thursday and in die evening she assisted 
at Tenebres : as she was walking in the garden, on her return she was struck with an 
apoplexy in the brain ; she recovered fcoai this first fit, and insisted on being car- 
ried from the house she was in to her aunt's, Madame de Sourdis ; the next day die 
Jiad several fits and convulsions, and in one of them expired, on the Saturday morning 
April 1599. The king was long inconsolable; and ever retained the warmest afiection 
for the children he had had by her.—- A few days before her return to Paris, as Henry 
was bunting in the forest of Fontainbleau, he and his attendants were strudc by the 
<listant cry of hounds gaining fiist upon diem, and followed through die wood by t 
gigantic black figure who cheered them widi a voice like thunder, and amidst bis criet 
addrest these words to Henry— <^ M'entendex voHS-*M*attendeB Vous— •Amendes 
rous! " and disappeared. The king and court were struck with terror; but the pea- 
santry assured them that this black giant was well known in the forest, where he often 
appeared with a large train of hounds and horses, but was never known to do any 
injury. 

(6) The fiuthless partner.] Helen, her story is well known. Theseus ran away 
with her when she was very young ; but, like Angelica, her virtue was not endanger* 
cd by her juvenile adventures. 

(7) She who conquered.] Cleopatra. Mark Anthony oidered her to meett him at 
Tarsis, but the artful Princess was determined that beauty ^ould triumph over the 
conqueror : she saSed up the Cydnus in a galley of a most elegant form, covered 
with gold and silver; the cordage was twisted gold and silk— the sails silk, of the 
richest purple ; her crew were men of the finest forms, their oars beat time to the 
most melodious music, she sat upon the deck in the dress and attitude of Venus ; her 
attendants represented the Graces and the Nymphs: the shrouds were filled withbeau« 
tifiil Children who might indeed be mistaken for the sons of Venus, as she herself was 
for the Goddess.— The triumph of beauty was complete : the tribunal of the conque* 
lor was deserted, while sounds of adoration and clouds of incense rose from the banks 
of the river.— Anthony himself quitted his solitary grandeur, went befofe the Princessy 
confessed the irresistable power of beauty and lost the world for Egypt's Queen and 
iove.*^All the power of her charms &iled upon die cold heart of Augustus. The 
woman whose mind was not inferior to the beauty of her body, scorned to be the or- 
nament of his triumph and died by the sting of a serpent Augustus conquered love^ 
and at an advanced age died Master of the world. 

CANTO 
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The Kix^ i;eturn8 to Ks army and continues the siege of Paris.— -Single combat 
between the Vicomte de Torenne and the ChevtUer D'Aumale.-— Dreadful famine 
in the, town.— >The King himself soids proyisioiis to the inhabitants.—- »Heaven 
at last gives him the reward of Virtue.«--Truth descends and enlightens him.—* 

Paris OBens her gates.-— Mayne submits to his power. — ^The League is dissoU 

• • . • • » • ■ ■• * , 

ved.— And France— her King> her Coa<lueror and her Father owns. 
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CANTO X. 



Those hours in Love and wanton pleasure lost 

Revived the spirit of the vanqirish^d host $ 

Mayne's restless mind some new exploit prepar'd/ 

His rising hope the people fondly sharVl : 

But vain the hope — for bursting from his chain, 

Bourbon impatient darted on the plain. 

Still with the smoking wrecks of vengeance strew*d. 

Their foe once more those frighted ramparts viewed ^ 

Around their walls his angi*y standards wav'd, 

» 

Those walls so lately by his mercy sav*d 
When Heav'n itself restrained his vengefol hand: 
His troops again their destin'd prey demand 5 
Their shouts re-echo thro' each guilty street, 
Where round their chief the trembling rebels meet, 

« 

But he whose soul no timid councils knew» 
D' Aumale, thus bold addrest the dastard crew j 
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" Shall we, the men who Bourbon's force defy'd, 

Behind our walls like frighted children hide ? 

Warriors of France, your wonted boast display. 

Who first attacks his foe, ensures the day ; 20 

Who waits th' assault an easy conquest falls. 

Our strength is in ourselves, not in our walls: 

The pride of France is in the field displayed. 

Her laurels wither in the rampart's shade. • 

We are your bulwarks — Soldiers to the field ! 25 

He's sure to conquer who disdains to yield,*^ 

He ceas*d : but all was silence. — In their ^es 

Their daunted soul the burning chief descries : 

** Thus, tamely thus, does France her fame resign ? 

No share" he cries, ^^ in this disgrace be mine: * 30 

What armies dare not — I alone defy, 

Learn then to conquer, or at least to die.'' 

And looking fierce disdain while yet he spoke^ 

Thro' the opposing crowd indignant broke. 

As from the gates to Henry's camp he darts, 35 

His angry mind a herald thus imparts : 

" Attend, ye warriors, to whom fame is dear; 

D'Aumale expects you,-~in the lists appear." 

Scarce was the challenge thro' the tents proclaim'd. 

To meet D'Aumale each hero's bosom flam'd, 40 

And each had merit to deserve the choice ; 

But brave Turenne was nam'd by Henry's voice. 

What transport in his youthful bosom glow'd I 

When thus his king the royal sword bestow'd: 

" Go 
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^< Go, noble youth> in thee our hosts confide > 
Go, triumph o'er the file's insulting pride : 
France and her king upon thy arm depend^ 
Thy country's glory and thine own defend*" 
The champion knelt and firmly grasp'd the sword, 

^* This shall confirm^" he cried, " my sovereign's word : 
Him and this sacred pledge I here attest/^ 
He rose, and jlenry dasp'd him to hia breast. 
The sacred heralds now the lists proclaim. 
And {MToud D'Aumale exulting forward came. 
With hope elate, or chill'd with doubtful fear. 
On ddier side the adyei;se hosts aj^ear. 
Thib crowded walls, the tented plains around. 
With shouts of joy, of hope, of fear resound. 
But o'er the town a gkxmiy cloud arose. 
Dark as ^e vapours gathering storms con^x>se; 
Its burning flank sulphureous lightnings burytt 
And vomit forth from hell the fiends accurst* 
Fierce Discord ynth. Fanaticism strode^ 
Dark Policy her treacherous visage shewed $ 
War's angry demon flush'd with reeking gojpe» 
Gods drunk with blood,~»such gods the League adore* 
High on the walls die horrid band appear. 
Prepare for combat, and thdr hero cheer. 
What lucid streams the vault of Heav'n divide t 
See thro' the azure field God's herald glide ! 
. Celestial beams around his fordiead play, 
His flaming piuons mark his rapid wayi^ 

Ff 
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And darting bright effulgence as he flies» 

Furrow with trembling light the western sHes. 

* 

One hand the pledge of peace the Ottve rais*d> f$ 

In one the sword of heav'nl; veiigpance blaz'd s 

That blade which first almighty an^ drew, . 

To smite the sems of ^Egypt's hierdtn'd crew. 

Panic confusicm seiz'd the fknds of htll> 

Their serpents droop'd^ dieir pcison'd weap(»i*$ feO^ t^ 

Trembling l^ey stood before the lifted sword> 

As he of old by Philistmes ador'd» 

I^on> who totter'd from his shrine of Uoo^ 

As God's mysterious Ark befote him stood* 

God from his throne the lot <tf battle weig^*^ 8jf 

Earthy Heav'n and Hell the mighty scene siuveyU^ 

At Henry's word th' impatient chiefs advance^ 

Id honor's field to try the fine of Pnttce. 

Their naked arm no massy buckler bore^ 

No coat of steel their daunUess bosoms wore ; 90 

No crested helms their threatening brows adortt» 

Defence and ornament alike they scorn : 

A' sword their weapon^ courage all their shiekf> 

Proudly they enter on the measured fieM; 

" Great King of Kings T Turenne exckims, " ctescend> 95 

Be Henry's judge, the righteotis cause defencf : 

Weak are the mea&fr which h«Bnan powers supply^ 

Ospi thee and on thy justice 1 rely •'^ 

^* And I rely upon this arm alone^*^ 

Cries fierce D'Aumale> ^^ my strength is aB my owo^. ' lod 

I ..i By 
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By dastard tremblers be thy God implor'dt 

A soldier's providence is in his sword : 

No cares for man to .heav'nly powers extend^ 

Just or unjust upon success depend*" 

Then silent with a glance of suUen pride, 105 

Scornful his rival's tranqml valor ey'd. 

The note of war the lifted trumpet sings> 

Fierce at the sound ^ch eager champion springs : 

What human spirit can or human might. 

Strength, courage, art, activity unite, no 

Onward diey press, attack, retreat, evade. 

In rapid circles whirl the shiiung blade ; 

Now close> now distant, now retiring part, 

Now forward with collected fury dart. 

Strike, fd[gn> redouble, now the point deodive, 115 

Now on the blade tiie bafflVl edge receive: 

The clashing weapons shoot a spailding gleam. 

Like rays reflected from the rippling streami 

The gazing crowd with savage joy survey 

The skill, the force, die valour they display^ 1 am 

Each bosom pants with sudden hopes and fears^ 

Conquering or conquered now each diief appears; 

D^Aumale's proud strength unfaridl*d fury guides: 

In cool deliberate art Tumnne confides. 

His rash attack widi steady valour meets, 1 25 

'Till boiling rage its own design defSeats« 

Tir*d with the efibrts headlong fiiry made. 

His strength unnerved his burning soul betray^d^ 

F f 2 Breathless 
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Breathless^ exBausted soon D'Aumale remains^ 
Scarcely his; bending arm hk sword sustains. s^o. 

But rage collected blazUin Turenne's breast. 
Fierce on his foe with doubled force he prest^, 
Menac'd,. advanc'd and wibh unecring art 
Plung'd the sharp weapon thro' his panting heart;. 
The hero sta^'ring prest the bloodvstainU grounds 935 

In hidious shrieks the fiends of hell resound — 
^ Bourbon prevails and Discord is no more^ 
IrOst is the League. — The rdga of hell is o'a.'* 
The sound re-echo*d from the walls again>. 
While pale^ expiring, stretched upon the plain 140 

Their champion grasp'd his falling sword in vain«. 
Shame and revenge his dyiqg aspect fir*d>. 
Threats half pronounc'd upon his lip eiipir'd^ 
Till raising towards the towa his^ languid. head>. 
With one deep gro^ his soul indignant fledv 245 

You saw him fdl — and hope forsook your mind>. 
Mayenne^ ta shame and 1x> remorse consign'd^j 
N4)w thro' the walls, in solemn> slow parade^ 
Mournful the troops* their breatlifes& chief ( i ) convey-d*. 
The wretched sight a gen'ral terror spread,. 15a 

The ghastly lip hdf-clos'd, the hanging head^ 
The clotted h^, the forehead stain'd with bliDod,. 
The dim fix*d eye where death triumphant stood.. 
Fear chiird their souls, their voices shame restrain'd;. 
Grief found na vent«-*a deadly silence reign*d». 155* 

. • Trembling 
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Trcmbfing aud mute they stood — till from afar,. 

Tlie air was rent with spreading cries of war t 

Around their king the royal legions close, 

•^ Loose now/' they criedj ** our vengeance on thy foes> 

Sound the assault — avenge a monarch's wrong, t6a 

Fill, fill,, the vengeance we've deferrU too long.!" 

But Lewis from above his rage represt. 

And calmfd the passion rising in his breast. 

Like hint unseen, who gmdes the circling sphere;, 

Holds the dark storm suspended ia the air,, 165 

Binds heaving ocean in th^ eternaT chain,. 

While billows rage, rebel, and fret in vain r 

Dominions rise and fall at his command. 

The heart of man is moulded by his hand; 

Still slow to punish, still inclin'd to span^, ^70 

His rebd children yet were Henry's care t 
Eager his warriors fiiry to restrain^,> 
His subjects heart was all he wish'd t^ g^n^> 
He sought no bloody triumph in tfie field ; 

But gave them; leisure to repent and yield,, xTa 

And wisely left to^ Famine's iron* hand (2),* 
Ta pxmish and subdue the stubborn band*. 
Impatiept, till compeH'd by griping wanty 
They crav'd the mercy which he long'd to grant;. 
Pamper'd in ease, a pmud luxurious race, ,75 

Could they the ^e attack of hunger fece I 
But bigot fary harden'd in desp^ 
Trains the fierce mind to su&r as. to dare^ 

The 
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The generous respite which his sword allowed. 

With new presumption fiU'd.the thoughtless crowd; x8o 

Weakness they deem, what royal mercy gave. 

Insult his patience^ and his vengeance brave. 

But when the captive waves of Seine» no more 

The tribute of surrounding harvests bore. 

Her meagre front when greedy famine iDear'd 185 

And death insatiate on her step appeared. 

Then thro' each street those spacious walls inclose* 

The yell of Hunger and Despair arose : 

With dying voice and weajc extended hand 

The famish'd crew the food of life demand. 199 

Now view the rich — what aid can wealth afford ! 

They starve and perish OD the useless hord. 

No more their gilded ^oof^ with joy resound* 

No more with festive flow'rs their temples bound. 

No nice refinements of luxurious wi^te, 195 

Urge the tir'd sense and stimulate the taste. 

Pale, squalid, meagre, l^orrid to behic4d. 

They pine, despair, and curse th^ treacherous gold* 

Here in wild rage whole families expire. 

The infantas shrieks assail the drooping sire> 200 

There famish'd spectres with their parting gasp. 

Tear the foul offal from each others grasp. 

Or, spite of natm-e, from the chamal vault 

A horrid food the starving wretches sought, 

Rob the dank mansion of the frighted dead, '^ 205 

And knead their bony fragments (3) into breadi 

What 
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Their fathers mould'ring remnants they devour \ 

The death they fled was in the dire repast» 

The first inhuman morsel was the last. ftid^ 

But they — the mdn who drove them to despair^ 

No portion of the common burden bear. 

Their Doctors lurk beneath religion's shrine, 

To their base selves their pious cares confine ;; 

Profuse of Heav'n their steril blesiings pourjr 2.2^ 

But close to misery thidr selfish store (4) : 

With impious prophecy God's name blasphemeji 

Now bid them suffer in their Saviour's hamO) 

Now raise their hopes ahd shew their triumph nig^i^ 

And manna dropping froili the partial sky^ 226 

Till worn with hope, or tortur'd by d^pair» 

Death became easier than life to b6ar» 

A foreign race the ha|4ess town mdintaih'd> 

In Belgia's plains, Hdveda's mountains (5) traiti'di 

Whose sword wati teddy for each side that paid> 225 

Thdr staple blood> and War their only trade* 

Vain hope 1 that gold coidd buy a faithful friend^ 

Tyrants of those they bargain'd tb defend ^ 

With lawless rapine thro' the town thty toam> 

Profane th' asylum of each sacred hdoae.^ 2^ 

Death, menace, torture mark'd thfeir T>loody way r 

^it not to make the trembling maid their prey> 

Nor tear the matron iit>m her husband's bed» 

Nor seize his idseliess treasute-^but for bactaid*. 

• " Not 
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Not urg*d by avarice not by lust inflamed, 135 

Each other passion tyrant hunger tam'd ; 

Som^ scanty remnant of unwholesome food, 

» 

Was all that menace, torture, death pursu'd. 

A Woman — shall the trembling muse proceed 
And give to memory the horrid deed ! 240 

A Mother (6), driv'n by their inhuman force. 
To yield of ling'rmg life the last resource. 
Of ev*ry means, of ev'ry hope despoiled, 
Clasp'd to a sterile breast her famish'd child* 
Till wild with fury, savage from despair, 245 

She seiz'd the infant-^..in her mingl'd air 
K.age, pity, love, regret and want contend, 
Fondly she views his tender arms extend. 
His innocence, his wants, his infant grace, 
A smile that gieam'd upon his sickly face* 250 

Thrice had her hand upraised the deadly blade. 
And thrice a Mother's heart her hand betra/d. 
Hunger and rage prevailed — she grasp'd the knife. 
Curst the ill-fated womb that gave him life « 

To pine and perish in the pangs of want) 25$ 

Or shoxild hard fate a longer period grant. 
To live to see the ruin of the land. 
And fall sad victim of some bloody hand. 
** Die ere your fate's as wretched as my own. 
Let Paris ti«mble at a crime unknown ! s6o 

Give bade die life you got within my wcmib, 
Thtt breast, that nourish'd you, shall be your tomb. 

She 
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She said> and hid the knife within his heart; 

Wildly she tore the quivering Hmbs apart : 

Keen hunger drove her on and blind despair> 265 

The curling flames the dread repast prepare : 

Soon to the meal the ri^&i^ vapour call'd 

The prowling herd, by ruthjless hung^ g^'4^ 

And soon their shouts their savage joy betray. 

Like bears or lions when they scent tiidr prey* 270 

The shattered docors admit the iafnish^d crew : 

God ! what a scene of horror met their view : 

A human corpse prepared fgr faiuaaan food ! 

A frantic mother in its blood eiQ^'d I 

" Yes, *tis my son," she cried;^ " m<)nster« atteodl 275 

You bid these hands his tender fibsres rendi, 

Now glut your hunger*— son nor mother sp%e. 

Keep nature down — and dare what wom^i dace: 

What ! does the feast your savage soids afiright 1 ' 

Hgers fall to-— such food is your delight. 289 

« 

With furious gesture thus h^ soul exprept. 

She plunged the reeking knife into her breast : 

Horror, amaze, the savage cohort stun*d> 

Stranger and citizen the mansion shun^d,. 

They fear'd heaven's vengeance on the guilty spot, 285 

And wept, and call'd on death to mend tWu- wretdied lot. 

When feme had spread the tale to Henry's tent, 

A father's care the monarch's bosom rent, 

** Oh God ?" he cried, «! to 'vtdumi ^ hearts ai% known^ 

Be thou my Jud^*-t)e theirs the ffHult alooe) 290 

G g With 
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With spotless hands thy judgment I implore^ 
These hands the olive branch to Paris bore. 

And if my sword delay the dreadful hour. 

Thou know'st 'tis mercy and not want of powV : 

Por Mayne's ambition let his victims bleed, 295 

His be the guilt of ev'ry lawless deed. 

And his the despot's common, stale excuse. 

That pleads necessity for each abuse ; 

Ifim let them curse — ^for Henry holds from God, 

A fathor^s sceptre, not a tyrant's rod ; 305 

Let Mayne the measure of disaster fill. 

My rebel children are my children stifl. 

Against myself my mercy let them use, 

111 save my people tho' my crovm I lose s 

This on my tomb, at least, shall Truth reconi, 3x0 

That trusting more to mercy than his sword, 

Arm'd 'g^st his suligects, for their good alcme, 

Henry preferred thdr welfare to his throne." 

" Ye chiefs ! let war no more terrific frown. 
In peaceful accents hail the fenush'd town, 310 

Bear to our drooping foes (7) a gen'rous aid.'' 
He spoke — the godlike order v^ras obey 'd. 

Soon on the ramparts as ihe voice was heard. 
Trembling and pale a ghastly crowd appeared. 
Such spectres as the frighted realms of night 315 

Cast up reluctant on the hated light. 
Of old when potent herbs and magic spell. 
Could bind the fieiy eurge and heave the valves of hell« 

Curst 
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Curst by their leaders, by their foes relieved,. 

And doubting still the mercy they reciev'dt %%fi 

Amaz'd they view the sword and deadly spear 

The gen'rous firuit of Henry's mercy bear \ 

The pointed steel, which £ate unerring bore. 

Now proffisrs life as it gave dea& before.- 

" Are these," they cry'd,. " the men our chiefs defined J25 

The foes of God, the scourges of mankind ? 

Lo ! how the Idng, that object of our fears,. 

In deeds of mercy like a God appears^ 

Above revenqge— he con<|uers ta forgive,. 

Bkst wha beneath his happy empire live* 539 

Let loyal zeal our errors past atone,. 

Our forfat lives be spent to raise hia throne/' 

Sueh were the zealous phrases** which exprest 

The short-liv'd feelings* of theii? fickle breasts 

But friutless ardor, inefiectual words>. ^35 

Are all, alas ! the vulgar soul affi>rds ^ 

Too soon their priests, with deq[>' insidious art, 

Represt the virtues rising in their heart : 

Those priests, whose- eloquence too oft prevails; 

Whose art too long thia wretched land bewails. ^o 

^^ Oi lost to honor, and to God imtruei. 
What sordid lures your timid souls subdue* 
Go I sell your God — the martyr's crown for^Oi 
To add some wretched days to shame and woe:. 
The bribes of heresy your hands receive,. ^ f 

Think you an impious tyrant can foigive ? 

G g 2 Tura 
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Turn on himself the treachVous boon be gave^ 

Your souls, your God, your sacred temples save. 

Thus spoke the bigotoi a&d tbeir wotdd too soon 

EfFac*d the memory of Hatry's bottn. 550 

Again with bitter zeal th^i bosoms glow'dr 

They hate the life his genVotis cafe bestow'dr 

While clam'rous fury rtJl'd the guilty town, 
God on the monarch look'd propitious down > 
Heav*n own'd his virtues.-^-From th' ethereal space 
The sainted father of the Bourbon rac6» 3 j^ 

Lewis, beheld the course of Fate wds run, 
3oon shall the King of Kings adopt hid son. 

Each rising doubt coelestial ^axh represt. 
Soft soothing hope his amiotis soul possiest ^ 
Seraphic love within his bosom shone, 360 

And led his steps to God's imtnortal throne. 

High in eternal beams of light sublime, 
God plac'd his throne before the blrtli of time, 
Heav'n spreads beneath his fwty in measured romid 
Myriads of circling stars his ilanie resound, 365 

His being, wisdom, k>y6 and power combin^d^ 

* • » 

For ever sepVate and for ever join'd. 

Full of his glory, wrapt itt pure delight, 

His saints enjoy the beatific ^ght ; 

Veil'd in their wings the buming seraphs stand, 370 

To bear to countlest worlds his high command : 

'Tis they bid earth its various forms assume. 

To worldly powers they bring the fatal doom. 

While 
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While, bom to error, vsdn presuming man 375 

Arraigns the wisdom of th' ahnighty plan : 

To servile Rome, they read her stem decree, 

Tum*d her to nations barbVous, fierce and free, 

Spain to the Moor, to Tartars Asia gave. 

And still fomid tyrants for the willing slavc^ 380 

Just and mysterious are the ways of heav'n, 

Kings are not always in its anger giv'n : 

Some cares for man to hcav'nly pow'ts extend^ 

To spotless hands the sceptre may descend. 

The sainted monarch bow'd before the throne, . 385 

And thus addressed the God in pdaintive tone: 

^^ Father of all ! if thy omniscient care 

The sons of earth and earthly monarchs shaie, 

Lo ! wretched France — ^whom zeal mistaken leads, 

For thee, decdv*d, her hapless people bleeds; . 39a 

For thee denies her king, perverts her laws : 

Of all her crimes mistaken zeal the cause 1 

Behold that king, in ev'ry virtue try'd. 

The world's delight — its terror and its pride: 

Oh God ! are all these virtues giv'n in vain ? - 39 j- 

Was Henry form'd in error to remain ? 

Must he, in whom thy own perfections shine, 

With guilty homage still approach thy shrine i 

To whom, O God ! shall truth be known, to whom. 

If endless error must be Henry's doom ? 400 

Thy spotless light, O God ! vouchsafe to pour 

To Truth her son — ^to France her king restore: 

Con- 
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Confound the League> amlutious poVr repre$s> 

Let France her king, — his reahn let Henry bless : 

Thy living justice cv'ry heart shall praise» 405: 

One hymn of glory ev'ry temple raise." 

God heard the Saint, the great almighty word 

The deep foundations of creation stirr'd : 

All nature trembl'd : — thro' all human kind f 

A conscious terror stung the guilty mind. 41a 

Appalled the League : — but Henr/s virtuous breast 
The hand of a protecting God ccmfest*. 
Fair Truth, by man so long, so vainly sought;. 
Burst forth refulgent from th' ethereal vault : 
In Henry's tent the heav'nly guest descends,.. 415- 

Her viigin form a veil: at first defends r 
Her native splendor soon the veil defies,. 
And bright, not dazzling, beams^ on Heniy's eyes. 
Her power supreme, the monarch's heart allows> 
Eternal love, eternal worship, vows; 420 

Admits religion's deep mysterious plan 
Above the reas'ning pow'rs of feeble man. 
Her church, unalter'd, spread diro' ev'ry clime,^ 
The same in ev'ry fortune, ev'ry time. 

Free, but beneath a chief — ^for endless days, 425: 

In God's elect his boundless power to praise: 
Christ of his chosen sons the living food^ 
His hcaUng sacrifice each day renew'd, 
Man's mortal sense suspended> to adore 

A God in bread which is itself no more : 43Qf 

His 
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His heart obedient own'd whate'er she taught 

Mysterious and above the reach of thought. 

The Saint descends^ xa er'ry wish content. 

And bears the olive branch to Henry's tent ; 

Lewis to Paris was the hero's guide, 435 

The lofty ramparts tremble and divide; 

Prbclaim'd by God, the Idng triumphant came (8), 

Tlie rebel leaders fled to hide thdr shame: 

The priests were silent, and the League dismay'd 

Trembled at Hoiry's aspect and obey'd: — 440 

V^th one accord the people round his throne. 

Their long, their conqu'ror, and their father own. 

To FruKe die day of peace and glory rose. 

Too long retarded and- too soon to close. 

Austria's proud eagle hung its head disgrac'd ; 445 

A son sincere triumphant Rome embrac'd : 

Intrigue aad Discord sunk to endless night; 

Mayne's haughty soul admits a monarch's ri^tj 

To Henry's feet his heart repentant brings 

The best of sulyects to the best of kings. 450 
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(0 1 HEIR breatMess chief.] The dievalier tTAumade, of the lioose of 
JLorrabe^ who reallj possessed aU die impetuous vslour with which the Poet 
painti hfaiiy was killed about this time at St. Denis. His duel with the vtoomie 
4e Turentie is a poetical fiction } i^ut such combats were at that period very conunofi. 
There is upon record a fiunous one between the Sieur de MarivattX) a royalist) and 
Steur Claude de Marolles, who was the champion of the League. They fought behind 
the Carthusian Convent in Parrs, and in presence of the people and army the very 
day that Henry III. was assassinated. Marolles was the conqueror. There is adsO| 
in the French history,. an account of a fiunous duel between Jamac andLaChatenerie^ 
at which the king was present. 

(2) To Famine's iron hand.] Henry IV. blockaded Paris in 1590 with lesi 
than .20,000 men, and reduced the inhabitants to all the extremities here described. 

(3) Bony fragments into bread.] It was the Ambassador of Spain, with the League^, 
^ho gave them this horrid receipt to make bread with the bones of the dead* 
it was put in execution, and served only tOxhasten the miserable end of many thousand 
buman beings by the dreadAiI disorders it occasioned. It is a strange weakness, but 
a natural one, in man«— -They would sooner have starved than eat the fresh bodies 
of their -fellow-soldiers just killed ; but they did not scruple to eat poisonous bread 
made of the bones of their forefathers. 

(4) Their selfish store.] Mezeray says, that, the convents of die Monks 
were visited, and all of them were well stored with provisions not excepting th^ 
Capucins. 



Hh 



(S) Helve. 



2l8 KOTES. CANTO IX. 

(5) HelvetiK't mountains.] - Cotemporary historians mention the most cnid, and 
barbarous excesses committed by the Swiss in the pay of the Due de Mayne : to these 
only do these lines of the French poet allude, and not to At honest, sensible, rnpectahle 
Cantons of Switzerland ; who have given many a noble lesson of magnanimity and wis- 

- dom to the world, and preserved their owii liberty and the dignity of their Govemmetfl^ 
by cautiously avoiding any interference with that of other Nutions, 

(6) A Mother.] This horrid event is mentioned in all the memoirs of thos* 
times ; nor is it a solitary instance of the power (^ fanaticism : the same thing happen- 
ed in the town of Sancerre. 

(7) Bear to our drooping fbes.J Such was the goodness of Henry IV. that, Me<- 
seray says, he allowed his Officers to send provisions to their friends and to the ladies 
shut up in the town, and his soldiers followed their example. He generously also per- 
mitted to pass through his lines almost all those who chose to retire from the town: 
thus were the besieged really fed by the besiegers. 

(8} The king triumphant came.} The blockade and dreadful famine of Paris hap- 
pened in 1590: Henry IV. did not enter Paris till March 1594. He became a Ca- 
tholic in July 1593. But it was oocessary in ^ poem to depart from the strict Ci»> 
nolf^y of these events. 
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